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Up The River - Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Welcome back! 


Can you believe we've reached Book Eight? This is a continuation of the previous book, "This Is Love, This Is 
Life." The reason for closing that book was simply because it was becoming too lengthy. 


In this new book, we'll be focusing on David, the somewhat forgotten brother. Join us as we follow his and 


Amber's story. 
Enjoy! 


J 


Main Story Position: Saturday Nights, between Chapter lb and Epilogue 


Chapter Ol 
Mid-October 1982 
Rashbaum Music 
David POV 


"No, the new kid needs to be with one of us for at least a week," Jon said. "Shadowing you and Eddie, taught 


me a lot." 
David and Jon were drawing up the new working roster for the upcoming weeks. 


"That's coz you got taught by the best," David replied effusively, earning himself an amused side-eye from 
Jon, his best friend and kind-of brother, as he poured over the paperwork. 


"Yeah, Eddie," Jon chuckled and David answered the comment with a withering look, making Jon laugh even 


harder. 


David returned his attention to the outstanding paperwork, not coincidentally hiding his smile at being able to 
make his brother laugh. Being an only child made David appreciate Jon's friendship even more and he would 
always try to make sure that his friend had a smile on his face. It was a Rashbaum trait. 


Jon had turned up in the summer of I979 and applied for the job his dad, Eddie, had been advertising in the 
shop window, just like the latest recruit had yesterday. Jon was close to his own age and David had been drawn 
to him immediately, seeing the opportunity to make a new friend, one that seemed to have a keen interest in 
music but also seemed to have a worldly air about him, something that David, himself, lacked. His relative 
isolation hadn't been intentional, but gaining entry to Juliard required dedication and many hours of solo piano 


practice. 


After some initial suspicion, his mom, Flo, and his dad had taken a liking to Jon and had opened their home and 
their hearts to him, cementing him, whether he liked it or not, into their family. 


Jon had been on the scrawny side and almost painfully shy at first, jumping at every shadow and disappearing 
into the stock room whenever a police cruiser drove slowly past. Over time, he had relaxed somewhat, 
eventually feeling safe enough to trust them and David suspected that had been mostly Richie's doing. 


Richie was an older kid, working the local streets day and night, under the protection of Al, his handler. He and 
Jon had literally bumped into each other on those same streets, Jon's first night in the neighbourhood. Later 
that same night, on the way to pay off Al at the end of his shift, Richie had discovered Jon sleeping rough in 


a dangerous patch of disused and seedy shopfronts on the edge of his designated working area He'd taken Jon 
home, let him sleep on his couch, fed him and gave him a place of safety. 


Everyone could see that Jon had harboured the biggest crush on Richie, except for Jon, himself. And, despite 
knowing Jon's unhappy past, the feeling had been mutual for Richie too, but neither had been willing to 


acknowledge those feelings, even to themselves, or to find the courage to do anything about them. 


Until Jon's I8th birthday celebrations in March. That day had proven to be a landmark for both of the almost- 
brothers. Jon had got himself drunk to the gills and had finally made a move on Richie, whilst, at the same 
party, David had scored his first date with the love of his life, Amber. 


~ Ke 


David first saw Amber Klinefeld when she breezed into the music store one day with a couple of her girlfriends 
and David felt his heart take flight. He couldn't take his eyes off the petite blonde. He'd never believed in love at 
first sight until that moment. David memorised every minute detail from that first look and, even years later, he 
wouldn't be ashamed to admit that, alone in his bedroom later that night, he'd got himself off with the memory of 
her. 


Amber's blonde hair was bundled up into a clp that had the curls cascading over her shoulders and down her back. 
She was wearing a pair of jeans that highlighted her bottom to perfection, reminding him of the ripest peach hed 
ever eaten He salivated at the thought of smoothing his palms over the tabric. 


Full, lush breasts were outlined beneath a white buttoned shirt, tied at the bottom, accentuating her tiny waist, and 
within the decolletage nestled the plethora of necklaces that hung around her neck 


She caught David ogling her, and he quickly looked away, feeling the blush skyrocketing from his toes like the red 
indicator in a thermometer. Hs face wasn't the only body part that had a sudden rush of blood either, and he 
discreetly palmed himself as he stood behind the front counter. 


As the girls were leaving, after browsing through the albums for what seemed like hours, Amber had slipped David 
her phone number and the rest, as they say, was history. 


~~ 
"Hey! Earth to Davey," Jon said, clicking his fingers in front of David's face and bringing him back to the 
present, and the rosters still lying unfinished in front of them. "I need you to look at this so we can finish up," 
he said. 


"Why?! Dad's not due back in the shop until the end of the week," he frowned, mentally shaking himself. 


"No, but it's almost closing time," Jon chuckled. "And Richie's only working a half shift at the bar tonight" 


"Which half?" he asked absently, looking over the new employee's work times for next week before scrawling 


his signature at the bottom of the page, giving it the Second In Charge approval. 


"The back half," Jon grinned, clipping the completed form into the folder that held the weekly rosters. "So I'm 
going home to hot food and an even hotter boyfriend. Hey, what's-." 


The doorbell chimed as Amber pushed through the door. 


"Babygirl!" David said, wondering why his fiancée was at the store. He stepped out from behind the counter and 
said, "This is a nice surprise!" He attempted to pull her into his arms but Amber held him at arm's length. 


"We need to talk, David," she said, tightly and walked off toward the back of the store, away from where Jon 
and David still stood. 


"Hey, darlir’," Jon said, as she breezed past. Amber barely acknowledged him, which was completely out of 
character. "I'll finish up here, man," he said to David with an uplift of his chin toward the blonde. 


"Yeah," he said, distractedly. "Okay." 


David stepped out from behind the counter as Jon started to ready the till for the end-of-day cash-up. 
Something was off; Amber rarely called him by his given name. It was usually Pookie Bear or Lover. Winding his 
way through the racks of vinyl albums and shelves of t-shirts and collectables, David watched Amber closely. 
She was pacing and chewing on her thumbnail, something she did when nervous..or excited. He wondered which 


one it was Today. 


"Hey, Babygirl," he said, reaching for her as she passed by, drawing her into his arms. "What have | done to 


deserve a visit from my beautiful fiancée at this time of day?" 

"l'm scared," Amber cried. "Please don't hate me! Oh godl" 

Amber buried her face against his chest and David could feel her trembling as her tears fell. He held her tight 
against him. "Hey..what's wrong, beautiful?" he asked, tilting her face up to his with a finger under her chin. "l 
fuckin’ love you, Amber. Whatever it is, we'll face it together, okay?" 

Her teary blue eyes looked up at him, searching his face. Taking a shaky breath, Amber said, "I'm late." 

"Late for what, Babygirl?" David asked. "Whatever it is, let me grab my car keys and I'll drive you. Jon can 
finish up here." He kissed her forehead and started to push her gently away. "lm sure whatever you're late 
for isn't worth getting upset over," he added, turning away, only to feel Amber's fingers wrap around his 


wrist, stopping him. 


"I'm. Late," Amber said with more force. 


David eyed her quizzically and shrugged. 


"David Bryan Rashbaum," Amber exclaimed with a huff, jamming her fists onto her hips. "I'm pregnant, you 


dumbass!" 

"Preg-," he started, swallowing heavily to force his heart back down into his chest. He blinked at her. "You're... 
you're..preg-." He couldn't get the word to come out of his mouth. Amber's face started to swim in front of 
him. 


"You're gonna be a daddy," Amber said. 


David's head spun violently, his heart pounded erratically against his chest wall and his stomach dropped to his 


toes, and then, without notice, his world winked out into blackness. 
He woke a few moments later, his head pillowed in Amber's lap and Jon slapping at his face. 

"Fuck off he groaned, batting away Jon's hand. 

"He's back," Jon chuckled 

"What happened?" he asked groggily, trying to sit up but Amber's hand on his shoulder kept him in place. 


"You fainted, Captain Obvious, and it was impressive!" his brother said, shoving a glass of water into his face. 


"Here, drink some water." 
"Whaddya mean, | fainted?!" David groused, taking hold of the glass lest Jon decide to upend it over his head. 


‘One minute you were upright," Jon said, holding his hand up in demonstration, "and the next," he whistled and 


his hand fell flat. 
"You hit your head, Papa Bear," Amber crooned at him, rubbing her fingers against the back of his head gently. 
Papa Bear?! 

That was..different but he had to push his way through his foggy mind as to why it was different: 

Papal Amber was pregnant! He was going to be a dad! 

IM GONNA BE A DAD! 


"Shit!" David swore, sitting up suddenly, splashing water over himself. He shoved the water back at Jon and 
turned to his fiancée. "You're..." he started but changed his tack, "we're pregnant?!" 


"Please don't be mad at me, D," she pleaded, wringing her hands and looking extremely worried. "I don't know 
what went wrong-," she started before David scooped her into his arms and placed a smacking kiss on her 


mouth. 
"Oh, Babygirl," he said. Now that the shock had worn off, he was overcome with joy and marvelled at how this 
beautiful creature could be his. "Lets get married tomorrow," he said, enthusiastically, and gripped her hand 


before attempting to stand only to have his world tilt a little from the throbbing in his head. 


"Woah there, big fella," Jon cautioned, placing a steadying hand on his shoulder. "Take it easy, huh? You've 


probably given yourself a concussion" 
"Fuck easy, brother!" David said, happily. "I'm gonna be a dad!" 
"You're not angry?" Amber asked. 


“Shocked? Yes," David admitted with a shrug. "Angry? No way in fuckin’ helll" he said, pulling Amber against him 
hard. "Oh, shit! Sorry! Did | hurt you? Did | hurt the baby?" he exclaimed worriedly. 


Amber giggled and shook her head. "No, you didn't hurt either of us, silly," she said, reaching up to tug at a 
strand of his hair. 


"| guess congratulations are in order then?" Jon queried, smiling at them both. "Just let me know when you tell 


both sets of parents..so Richie and | can be out of the state, okay?" he chuckled. 


"Ha fuckin’ ha, asshole," David grinned. "You're not getting under my skin today, Jonny! Get back to work so we 


can leave already, yeah?" 


"Yes, boss," Jon laughed and pushed to his feet, holding his hand out to Amber first, helping her to her feet 


before kissing her cheek and enveloping her in a hug. "Congratulations, darlin." 

"Thank you, Jon," she replied, demurely. "Do you mind..." Amber started to say. 

| won't say a word to anyone until you say so," he replied, cutting her off with a smile. Jon helped David to 
his feet and clapped him on the back with a genuine, "Congrats, man," before returning to the cash register, 


leaving them alone. 


"Let's take this into the office, huh?" David suggested, linking his fingers with Amber's and leading her through 
the door to the back office area. 


"Are you sure you're okay with this, D?" Amber asked. "| mean, it's still early days..| could-." 


He stopped, turned to face her and cut her off with a heartfelt kiss. "I love you, Amber, and | can't wait to 
see your belly grow with our baby." 


"| love you too, Papa Bear," she whispered. 


"You've..confirmed it? You know, with a doctor?" David placed his hand over her belly, trying to imagine the life 


growing safely in there. 


"Yeah, | just came from her office," Amber nodded. "I'm about eight weeks gone. We'll be safe to tell the world 
next month. But | wanted to tell you first..you know, in case..in case you didn't want..." Amber hung her head 


and started to weep softly. 


"Hey, now, no tears," David said, tilting her face up again and gently kissing the tears from her cheeks. "I want, 
okay?! | want very much! Can we tell Mom and Dad today or do you want to tell yours first?" 


"Oh, god! Telling my parents!" she wailed and threw her hands up in the air. "Can we just run away and elope 
first or something?!" 


"We could," he said, sincerely, earnestly, "if that's what you really want to do. | definitely want to be married 


before he comes along.” 
"He?!" Amber giggled. "He could be a she, you know?" 


‘Its a well-known fact that Rashbaum sperm produces boys!" he crowed, puffing out his chest. "I come from a 
long line of firstborn males, I'll have you know. I'll take him to ball games, and teach him to play whatever 


instrument he wants, and-." 
"Papa Bear," she said, "would you be very disappointed if its a girl first?" 
David looked down into her face and he could tell that his beautiful fiancée was genuinely worried, 


"| would consider it an absolute privilege to be her father,” he said and kissed Amber's knuckles. He dropped to 
his knees, pressed his face to Amber's belly and said, "Hey, little one..this is your Papa speaking. | don't care 
what you come out as, just know that | love you and | love your mama very, very much and | can't wait to 


meet you." 


David wrapped his arms around her legs and held her, feeling Amber relax against him as she brushed her 
fingers through his hair, soothing the lump on his head with her touch. "Let's go now and share the news with 
our parents," he said. "They already know that we were planning to marry..we're just gonna be bringing that 
forward a bit" He stood, wincing slightly as his head throbbed in protest. "After | get something for my 
headache though." 


vv 


Suffice to say that their parents’ reactions were vastly different was an understatement. 


After helping Jon close the shop, and since David was responsible for getting the contents of the cash register 
to the safe at his parents’ place, they decided to break the news to Eddie and Flo first. 


He and Amber had agreed that he would get the shop stuff out of the way first, with David and Eddie retiring 
into the study to go over the takings for the day and count the cash, locking it away in the safe. 


When he and his dad rejoined the others in the kitchen, Amber was helping his mom peel vegetables for dinner 


but was looking a little green. 


David walked up to her and wrapped his arms around Amber from behind, whispering in her ear, "Why don't 


you go sit with Dad for a bit, Mama? I've got this.’ 


She nodded, wiped her hands on the tea towel and gave him a grateful smile but didn’t speak He made quick 


work of the remaining potatoes and carrots, having had plenty of practice growing up. 
"Smells good, Mom," David said, kissing Flo on the cheek after being swatted at for opening the oven door. 


"| made enough for Jon and Richie too," Flo said. "You'll have to take some into work tomorrow so that Jon can 


take it home." 


The smell of roasting meat flooded the kitchen that he'd grown up in. It was his favourite room in the house 
because his mom had always been cooking something that the small family gravitated to. Flo had taken to 
Amber quickly and had started teaching her all of David's favourite dishes whenever she was around. 


"Excuse me a minute," Amber squeaked as the waft of cooking meat reached her, leaving the kitchen in a 


hurry. 


David wanted to go after her but felt it prudent that he didn't, instead, he opened the fridge and peered inside. 
"Want a beer, Dad?" David asked, offering a cold bottle from the fridge. 


“Thanks, son," Eddie said, taking the proffered bottle and sitting at the head of the table with the newspaper as 


was his habit for as long as David could remember. 
"Mom?" 


"| already have a glass of wine, sweetheart,” his mom said, not looking up from the potatoes she was chopping 


into cubes and tossing into the pot. "ls everything okay with Amber? She didn't seem her usual bubbly self." 
"lm fine," Amber replied as she walked back into the kitchen and slipped onto David's lap. "Just tired, | think" 


He could smell the faint odour of vomit on her breath as she snuggled into him. David looked at Amber with 
questioning eyes, and she replied with a small nod of her head. She laid her hand over his heart and grinned 


when she felt how hard it was beating. 

"Hey, Mom," he said, hoping to sound casual. 

"Hmm?" Flo hummed as she salted the water and put the pot onto the stove, starting the burner beneath it. 
"How quickly can a wedding be arranged?" he asked, giving Amber a squeeze of reassurance. 

"Oh. guess it could be done reasonably quickly," she said absently, still focused on the dinner preparations. 
"The paperwork is the hardest part. All the clothes, food and gift registry, is just secondary to why you're 
there in the first place, really." His mother turned and beatifically smiled over her family. "Its about two 
people that ultimately want to share their lives together..and make that commitment to do just that in front 
of their faith, their family and friends." 


David nodded thoughtfully, wondering how he was going to phrase the next part when his mother spoke again. 


"How far along are you, Amber?" Flo asked, pragmatically. Eddie glanced at his wife before lowering the 
newspaper slowly, but stayed silent. 


Amber gasped in shock and David huffed out a soft breath; he wasn't surprised his mother had been able to 
piece together the puzzle so quickly. She was keenly observant, as was his father, who, it seemed, had deemed 


it prudent to let his wife deal with the situation in her own way. 


Amber glanced at David briefly and said, "I'm..eight weeks. | had a doctor's appointment today." He could hear 
the nerves in her voice and soothed her by rubbing up and down her back. 


"And you're both committed?" Flo queried, wiping her hands on her apron "To your relationship and the baby?" 


"Yes, Mom," David answered for them both. "If | had my way, I'd marry Amber tomorrow. She's my everything 
and once l'd got up off the floor-." 


"The floor?!" His mother exclaimed. 


"He fainted," Amber said, trying valiantly to suppress her laughter. "Fell backwards and hit his head. He's got a 
bit of an egg but Jon and | made sure he was okay." 


"Jon was there?" Flo asked. "So I'm assuming he knows too?" 
"Yes. It couldn't be helped though," Amber offered. 


"He's agreed not to say anything until we give him the okay," David said. "As | was saying, Mom, Dad," he 


glanced over to his silent father, "I love Amber and | love this baby already. You're my role models for a 


happy and successful marriage and |," he looked at Amber, " we would like your blessing over moving the 


wedding up sooner." 


"Well," Flo said, moving to stand in front of the young couple. "That's that then. Looks like we're going to be 
grandparents, darling," she smiled at Eddie, then hugged Amber and David. 


As Flo took Amber under her wing, Eddie rose to offer his soon-to-be daughter-in-law his congratulations 


before holding his hand out to David. 


I'm proud of you, son," he said, shaking David's hand before enveloping him in a hug. "I hope your children give 


you as much joy as you've done for your mom and me." 


David saw the sheen of unshed tears in his father's eyes and felt his own tears prickle. "Thanks, Dad," he 
managed to croak out before Eddie pulled him into a hug. 
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Later that night, after dinner, Amber and David drove to Amber's place, taking a freshly baked apple cake with 


them as a sweetener to the chaos that this particular grenade was going to cause the more upright Kleinfelds. 
"Papa Bear," Amber wailed, "they're going to kill me." 

"No they won't," David said, gripping her hand tightly in his. "| won't let anything happen to you or our baby." 
His words came out more confidently than he was actually feeling but he was determined to be strong for 
Amber even though his guts were churning like something out of the Alien movie. There was a definite 
rumbling heading south, and he clenched his cheeks closed. just in case. 

David pulled the car up outside the Klinefeld's house a few minutes later. He'd been here many times since he 
and Amber had started dating but never had the house seemed so imposing and intimidating. The alien in his 
guts shifted again and there was no holding back the explosion of mephitic air that forced its way out from 
his tightly held sphincter. 

"Oh! What the.. eww, baby!" Amber exclaimed, gagging as she rushed to get out of the car. 


"Just be thankful there's no follow-through," he muttered, climbing out of the car to find Amber throwing up 
in the gutter beside the car. "Are you okay, Babygirl? I'm sorry..I-I'm a little nervous, | guess." 


"You don't..." refch , "say," she managed to get out between spasms. 


David bent down, inadvertently farting and apologising again, beside her and held her hair out of the way while 
she finished retching. 


The porch light went on at the house and the front door opened. "Amber?" Mrs Klinefeld called. "Is that you?" 
Amber groaned but replied, "Yeah, Mom. Be in there soon" 
"Hello, David" The warm night suddenly took on a slight chill with the greeting. 


"Hi, Mrs Klinefeld," David responded, overly cheerful and with a wave, in the vain hopes of distracting her from 


her daughter's predicament. 


Whenever he and Amber were together at her place, it always felt as though he was being tolerated rather 
than accepted. 


The Klinefelds were upper-middle class and decidedly more strict with their religious beliefs than the 
Rashbaums. It was their unbending adherence to their faith that put them at constant loggerheads with their 
eldest daughter. 


Amber had always been a wild-child, rebelling against her parents’ rules and standards. She was the brilliantly 
coloured butterfly caught in the eddying breeze, floating high into the sky on a whim, rather than being a 
moth, destined to disappear against the strict upbringing. 


The news of Amber and David's engagement had induced a lot of huffing and tsking, and seemingly hours of 
discussion over morals and expectations, during which each point was met with equally valid and logical 
rebuttals. 

Amber may have been a wild-child but she had the heart of the fiercest defence lawyer, continually refuting 
her parents' demands and refusals with her own. It had been a sight to behold. And that wasn't to say that he 
had been any less vocal than Amber, but she had soothed with a firm hand on his thigh whenever his anger 
started to show. 


Amber had warned David of the difficulties between her and her parents but he hadn't truly understood the 
extent until that day. 


"Are you drunk, Amber?" Mrs Klinefeld hissed. 
"Mom, l'm not-," Amber tried to say before being cut off. 


"You're embarrassing yourself and your family," her mother said. "Get yourself inside before | get your 


father." 
"Mom!" Amber said, louder this time, trying to get her mother's attention 


"And you can just take yourself home, young man," Mrs Klinefeld said, starting to descend the front steps. 
"You say you love her, yet you let her-." 


"MOM!" Amber yelled, storming up the pathway. "If you want to have this discussion on the front lawn, then 
we can! Go on, go get Dad and we'll do it right here. But if you'd prefer to save the embarrassment of the 
whole neighbourhood knowing our dirty laundry, then why don't we take this indoors." 


David, apple cake forgotten in the backseat of the car, had moved up behind Amber, taking her hand in his, 
giving her his support. She gripped his hand tightly and pushed past her mother, saying, "That's what | 
thought." 


"Are you okay, Babygirl?" David asked, softly. 


"lm fine," she said, leading him up the steps, and in through the front door. "Lets get this over with. | might 
need to find a place to crash out tonight though. Think Jon and Richie will let me stay on their couch?" 


"You'll stay with us!" David hissed softly, as they walked into the living room. 

"Amber," her father greeted his daughter from his chair. "Was that you yelling at your mother?" 
"No, Dad, it was the pixies," she sighed, flinging herself down onto the loveseat. 

"Don't be smart, young lady," Mr Klinefeld grumbled. "You'll apologise to your mother." 


"She straight up accused me of being drunk, Dad," Amber retorted, "instead of asking me if | was sick. As per 


usual, Mom was jumping to the wrong conclusion" 
"It wouldn't be the first time," Amber's mother countered as she walked in the door. 


A random thought, that Mrs Klinefeld would probably be a lot happier at the end of this conversation if 
Amber had indeed simply been drunk, flashed through David's already stressed mind. He valiantly resisted the 
huff of laughter that almost followed and sat down beside his fiancée. Very aware that her infamous temper 
was rising, and in a reversal of their usual roles in the presence of the older Klinefelds, David squeezed 
Amber's fingers in an attempt to calm her down She looked at him with a grim smile but did not release her 


grip on his fingers. 
"Where's Bethany?" Amber asked. 


"In her room studying, where she's been all night after dinner," her mother said, taking her usual chair, 
opposite her husband. "Which is where you should have been, like any respectable young lady, not out 


galavanting around the neighbourhood" 


"We had dinner with my parents,” David interjected. "It was a last-minute thing. We had, um..business to 


discuss. IT also involves yourselves, so we would appreciate you holding your comments until we've finished 


speaking.” He wasn't immune to the looks that he received; wariness and dread, with a dash of distaste, 


presumably aimed at him. 

"I know that you don't exactly approve of me," David said, thankful that his father had given some advice 
about how to word things when it came to dealing with the Klinefelds, "but that doesn't matter. All that 
matters to me is that Amber loves me. She's already said yes to marrying me, which means that..," he 
chewed on his bottom lip and looked at his fiancée, who gave him a tiny nod, "it means that our baby will be 
loved by two committed parents." 


He'd thrown the grenade; now they just had to survive the blast and clean their wounds afterwards. 


"Baby?!" Mrs Klinefeld exclaimed at the same time as Mr Klinefeld rose to his feet, glared at Amber and 


demanded, "You're pregnant?!" 

"Yes," David answered for them both." We are pregnant!" 

Mr Klinefeld made for David in an attempt to throttle him but the younger man was faster. He leapt from the 
loveseat and quickly circled around behind it, putting the solid object between him and the angry parent he now 
faced. 

"You defiled my daughter?" Mr Klinefeld yelled as each manoeuvred around the couch that Amber still sat in. 
"Dad! Stop it!" Amber yelled. 

"Well, no," David countered the accusation hurled at him. "Technically..she defiled me." 


" What?!" Father and daughter shrieked together. "David!" 


"Now you accuse her of..of..rape?!" Mr Klinefeld yelled, his face getting redder and redder as he and David 


continued the cat-and-mouse chase back and forth around the couch. 
"No!" David said. "No, no..it was definitely consensual!" 


Mrs Klinefeld was reaching for the phone, which caught Amber's eye. She ducked out from between the 


quarrelling men and wrenched the receiver from her mother's hand. 


"If you call the police, Mom," Amber said, her voice low and menacing, "you'll never see me or the baby, your 
first grandchild , ever again." 


"Does that go for me too?" 


Amber whirled around to see her sister, smugly leaning against the door jamb, intent on her nails. Throwing 


the receiver on the floor and ignoring her mother, Amber advanced on her younger sibling. 


"Bethany," she growled, "what have you done?" The question hung in the air for a moment before the sound of 


an approaching siren could be heard in the distance. 


"I heard Mommy and Daddy yelling," her sister said in an overly sickly sweet voice, "and | thought we were 
being robbed or something.” Bethany's eyebrow quirked upward at Amber in a supercilious manner. "But its 


only you..and him." 

"You stuck up, sanctimonious little bifch ," Amber snarled and lunged for her sister. 

Bethany squealed and turned to flee up the stairs until Amber caught her by a hark of hair and pulled her 
back. The sisters tussled, falling to the ground, and rolled around on the floor, scratching at each other, hurling 


long pent-up insults, while in the living room, Mr Klinefeld was continually grabbing at the elusive David. 


If the cause of the fight wasn't so contentious, from an outsider's point of view, it would have been humorous, 


cartoon-like even 

The house was in chaos when the doorbell rang, not heard beneath the noise of yelling and furniture being 
knocked over in the melee. The door burst open and six uniformed police spilled into the house to break up the 
fighting. 

Four officers each took hold of one of the fighting individuals and ordered them to sit, while another 
approached Mrs Klinefeld, who had been reduced to a weeping mess, not so much by the revelations or the 


brawl they had engendered, but over the fact that the police had been called out to her house. 


I'm never going to be able to show my face anywhere ever again!" she wailed at the distinctly unsympathetic 


policeman. 
" Quiet!" the Senior Sergeant yelled overtop of the continued flying accusations. 
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Up The River - Chapter 02 

David and Amber 

Chapter 02 

Next Morning 

Jon POV 

Jon let himself into Rashbaum's Music with his key. 

"Huh," he said to himself, noticing that most of the lights were already turned on and that the alarm system 
had been disabled. David must have either been kicked to the curb or hadn't been to sleep yet from 
excitement. 

It was still early, opening time wasn't for another hour but Jon liked the extra quiet time in the mornings 
before the doors opened. And he'd left Richie sleeping like a baby after crawling up the stairs from the bar in 
the early hours after the closing shift at the bar. Jon always avoided making too much noise in the mornings 
anyway; an old, inbuilt, self-preservation habit that he'd got into at the House of Horrors that he just could 


not seem to shake from his routine. 


Usually, the morning shift at the music store was quiet, unless there was a band releasing a new album that 


everyone was clamouring for, so it wasn't as though he had to be completely alert at opening time. 

He walked through the racks and chuckled to himself, remembering watching David fall flat on his face 
yesterday when Amber had told him she was pregnant. Jon idly wondered how the telling the parents went last 
night. 


He pushed through the door to the back office and headed straight for the small kitchen area without even 
glancing into Eddie's office. 


‘Morning, asshole, you want a coffee?" he yelled and dropped his backpack onto the counter before filling the 
coffee machine. He would usually set it all up ready the night before but David and Amber had been keen to 
leave quickly yesterday, so Jon had shortcut his usual closing routine. 


"Yes, please..and make it strong." 


Jon's head whipped around at the sound of Eddie's voice. "Hey, old man," Jon said, affectionately, hugging his 


father. "Sorry about the asshole comment. | was expecting David this morning.” 


"Hmm," Eddie grunted. "He's at home asleep." 


"Is everything okay?" he asked as he scooped the coffee into the basket. "| mean that head knock yesterday 
would have given him a headache?" Jon reached past Eddie for his backpack and extracted a container of 


leftovers from the depths to put in the little fridge. 
"Head knock?" Eddie queried with a slight frown. 


"When he..oh, maybe | should ask you what happened first," Jon chuckled a little self-consciously, mentally 
kicking himself for almost letting the cat out of the bag just in case his brother and Amber hadn't been able 
to tell his parents about the baby. 


"Hmm," Eddie grunted noncommittally again "Well," he said after a pause, "I'm going to assume you know that 


Amber is pregnant-." 


"Oh! Really?!" Jon feigned his surprise the best that he could "That's..great, right?!" He hoped the big reveal 
had gone well last night but, at this stage, he couldn't discern anything from the older man 


"And by that really bad performance, Jon," Eddie chuckled affectionately, "l'm going to assume that 


you are aware.” 


"Amber came in here yesterday at closing time. Said David we need fo falk ," Jon recounted in his best Amber 
voice which made Eddie smile. "I mean..when have we heard Amber call Davey anything other than D, Lover or 
Pookie Bear?" he shrugged. "I stayed at the register while they talked but then | saw Davey go down like a sack 
of shit-." 


"Hence hitting his head," Eddie concluded. 


"Yeah," Jon huffed. "It was impressive! One minute he was all," he mimed his brother's cocky stance, 


"then BOOM , he's down for the count." He smacked his hands together for effect. 
Eddie winced at the blow-by-blow. "I think l'd better get your mother to have a look at his head,” he said. 


'So..what happened? Why are you here instead of D?" Jon asked, prompting Eddie back to the original story. 
The coffee had finished brewing so Jon finished preparing the two mugs. 


"Oh! Right," Eddie said, accepting the aromatic coffee. "Thanks, Jon Let's go sit in the office, shall we?" He 
exited the small kitchen and Jon followed him across the hall into the office. 


Eddie sat himself in his chair behind the desk and Jon took the one opposite him. It would always be Eddie's 
chair, even on those days when Jon was the manager of the day, he sat in one of the chairs at the front of 
the desk It never felt right to him to assume that position of authority. David didn't have a problem with 


using the desk as it was intended, but not Jon 


"Well..." Eddie took a sip of coffee before continuing. Jon noted that the older man did look tired, and a little on 
the worried side. "Your brother and Amber told Mom and me about the baby, and we're thrilled, of course! 
Surprised, but thrilled. But then they went to the Klinefelds..and that's when things fell apart.” 


"Oh boy," Jon said, trying to suppress his grin. They'd met Amber's parents a few times but the senior 
Klinefelds and Amber's younger sister were the complete opposite to David's fiancée. "Don't tell me they got 
into a fight?" he joked. 

Eddie raised his eyes at him and Jon had to clamp his lips between his teeth in an effort not to laugh. "Not 
only a fight," the older man sighed, "but arrested too. The Klinefelds, well, actually it was Amber's sister, called 
the cops. And the Klinefelds don't take kindly to public embarrassment." 

"Arrested?!" Jon squeaked, suppressed laughter making it difficult to talk. 


"Mmm," Eddie hummed. "They pressed charges..of causing an affray , | think it was. Then they tried to add 


sexual assault and kidnapping to the accusations." 

"Oh man," Jon huffed. "What about Amber?" 

Eddie scrubbed his hands over his face before saying, "The Klinefelds tried to say she was being held against 
her will and that she'd been, and, apparently these were her father's words when Amber was recounting the 
story to your mother and |, impregnated without consent. " 


Jon choked on his coffee, ending up in a coughing fit. "Are you shitting me?!" 


"Unfortunately, no," Eddie sighed. "The Klinefelds were always very strict, straight down the line kind of 
people-." 


"I think the word you're looking for is sanctimonious?” Jon offered. "Or how about smug, pious, preachy-." 
"Okay, okay," the older man chuckled. "All of those and more, probably. When they started dating, your mother 
and | were worried after David first told us who Amber's parents were, but once we got to know Amber 


more..she's completely different to the rest of the family." 


"She's the perfect match for D," Jon said. "There's no denying that. If she was anything more like the rest of 
her family, Davey and Amber wouldn't have lasted long at all" 


"No truer word has been said," Eddie agreed. "Anyway, Amber was able to prove that she was of legal 
age and that she and David were officially engaged, so the kidnapping and sexual assault didn't stand." 


"That's a relief," he commented but somehow knew that there was still more to come. 


"And they would have let her go," and there was the rest of the story Jon had been anticipating, "until Amber 
jumped on the back of the officer that was walking David to the squad car." 


"Oh!" There was nothing more to be said really. Jon could picture everything so very clearly in his mind's eye, 
knowing both his brother and his fiancée. 


'So..They were both arrested and | had to go and bail them out and then bring them home to your mother,’ 
Eddie sighed wearily. "I don't think anyone got to bed much before two this morning." 


"Go home, Dad," Jon implored his father. "| can cover the shop today." 


Eddie drained his coffee, having sipped it off and on between the telling of the previous night's activities. "I'm 
okay for the moment," he said, "but | might go home after lunch. That will leave you and Stefan to cover the 
afternoon. Will you be able to close the shop today?" 


‘Of course," Jon nodded. "Richie's on the late shift again so I'll get him to come in to keep me company for that 


last hour." 


"Why don't you both come over for dinner tonight then?" Eddie said. "Richie can take the car to work straight 
from there and, if you want to stay for a while, then David can drive you back to Rosie's later." Eddie checked 
his watch. "Its almost opening time. Oh, and I've already put the float in the register, too. 


"Thanks," Jon rose, collecting both mugs. "I'll ring Richie later and let him know about dinner and everything. | 
didn't tell him about the baby so you may want to let D and Amber know that. | won't say anything until they 
do." He left the office to rinse the mugs and get ready for the day ahead. 


v% 


Jon sent Eddie home around midday when Richie arrived. Their greetings were brief, Eddie citing a headache 
and telling them both he would see them later at dinner. 


"Is everything okay?" Richie asked Jon after Eddie had left. 
"He just needs a good sleep, | think," Jon said. "How did you sleep after | left?" he asked, meeting Richie across 
the countertop for a brief kiss, mindful of the few customers and Stefan, who was with a customer in the 


instrument section. 


"Hmm," Richie hummed. "I didn't," he pouted. "I missed you too much," he added, stretching across the counter 


again for another kiss. "Think it'd be too early to close the shop," he asked casually, raising an eyebrow at Jon. 


"Yes, you horny fucker," Jon chuckled and gently pushed him back so that his feet hit the floor. 


"I can't help it, babe," Richie said. "When | was working out on.when | was working for Al, there were very few 
times that | didn’t..you know," he looked around and whispered, " bust a nut at least a dozen times a night." 


Jon tsked and rolled his eyes. "I guess | can sacrifice myself then..but just for you." He exaggerated the sigh. 
"Can't have your balls exploding under the pressure now, can we?" 


"You'd regret it if they did, babe," Richie chuckled. They were both leaning on the glass-topped counter, heads 


mere inches away from each other and their fingers entwined where their hands met between them. 


A soft plunking came from the musical instrument section, overshadowed by the soulful wail of Steven Tyler 
over the speakers. Stefan had been given the task of choosing the albums to play through the store's sound 
system and he was a big Aerosmith fan so there had been a heavy rotation of their albums during the day. 


The hesitant sound from the guitar on the other side of the shop caught Richie's attention. Jon chuckled and 
said, "Go on, | know you want to. Go help Stefan get a sale." 


"Will | get a commission?" Richie asked, his face a mask of complete seriousness and if it weren't for the 


twinkle in his dark eyes, Jon would have been convinced that he was. 
"Hmm," he replied, leaning over the counter once more. "You'll have to convince me of your upselling abilities." 


Richie smirked, winked, and left Jon, who had puckered up expecting a kiss, for the lure of music. "Asshole," Jon 
muttered but stood appreciating his boyfriend's ass as he walked away. 


Having Richie in the store made the afternoon pass quickly. He'd helped Stefan close the sale on the beginner's 
guitar and had sweet-talked his way around the browsing customers, engaging them in idle chit-chat about 
whatever record they happened to pick up. Richie's time on the streets had served him well when it came 
down to customer interactions, and they'd made a few more sales than they usually would, Thursdays being 
renowned as the slowest days of the week for the store. 


It was almost closing time and Richie was standing by the office door, casually propped up against the frame, 
watching him with keen interest and a hefty amount of heat in his eyes. It made him itch between the 


shoulder blades and his gut swirled and swooped with desire. 


Jon's eyes flicked to the clock above Richie's head and, seeing that it was only about thirty minutes before the 
doors closed, said, "Hey, Stefan, why don't you take off for the day? Richie can help me with closing up." 


"Oh, man," Stefan said excitedly, "thanks! That would be awesome. I'll just go grab my things.’ 
Jon watched the younger man rush through the door to the back office space. It was like watching a shadow 


of himself not so long ago when he'd first started in the store. Stefan was still relatively new, working the 
hours that suited his class schedule for college. 


Eddie liked to employ college kids and high school seniors, David and Jon being the only full-time employees , 
giving the kids a real-world experience whilst still maintaining their education It was an ever-revolving door, 
and fitting shifts around class times was a bitch when it came to the rosters, but Eddie was happy to see the 


kids flourish and gain confidence before stepping out on their own. 
I'll see you tomorrow then," Stefan said as he drew closer to Jon. 


"Yep," Jon nodded, slightly distracted by the wall of sexual heat that he was feeling from across the room. 
"Um..David or Eddie should be." Richie winked at Jon, "um..back tomorrow, too. And..uh," behind Stefan's back, 
his boyfriend manhandled himself through his jeans, outlining the growth in his pants. Jon groaned slightly, 
catching himself in time and turning it into a cough, "then the new guy starts next week. So," Jon said, as he 
placed his hand on Stefan's shoulder, ensuring that he didn't turn around, and pushed him out the door, "see 


you tomorrow" 


Jon reached up to the top locking mechanism almost as soon as the door closed. He bent to do the lower one 
and immediately felt Richie roll his hips against his ass. "Fuck!" Jon groaned, secretly loving the idea of the 
illicitness of any pedestrian on the outside of the glass doors catching Richie rubbing his hard cock through 
the cleft between his cheeks. 


"That's what | had planned on," Richie purred against Jon's neck. "Go do the cash-up, baby," he said, stepping 
away from Jon, "while | fix the outside security grills. 


"You expect me to concentrate on the cash till now ?!" Jon squeaked as his cock throbbed in his pants as 


though woken from a refreshing nap, full and eager to have some fun. 


"Yes! Go..before | change my mind or cum in my pants already," Richie turned Jon and swatted his ass, sending 
him on his way before unlocking the front door again, quickly drawing down the metal grills and locking them 


for the night. 


It was the quickest end-of-day settlement that Jon had completed in his time at the store. He triple-checked 
the figures, making sure that there were absolutely no errors whilst Richie made his way through the store, 
whistling nonchalantly, as he dimmed the lighting, and rearranged a few things in the instrument room. He was 
just out of Jon's sight, but judging by the occasional noises he guessed it had to do with the treasured baby 


grand in the corner of the side room. 


Eddie had regaled them with the tale of how it had come to be in there and the fact that it would only ever 
be sold if there were no Rashbaum's left to run the store. It had been gifted to Eddie's grandfather, who at 
the time was a struggling shopkeeper, by an old and dear school friend in their will on the proviso that Eddie's 
grandfather paid for the relocation 


The piano had been manhandled, in the dead of the night so as not to raise suspicion, in a truck that was 
parked in the delivery dock at the back of the building. The men pushed the instrument out of the truck once 


more, ever so gently up an emergency ramp and in through the delivery dock roller door. Once it was in situ, 


the metal roller door was bolted closed forever. A false external brick wall and an internal wall were 


constructed to hide the exit in case someone tried to steal it. 


It was as though the piano had just magically appeared overnight, bringing with it the impression that 
Rashbaum's Music was flourishing. Customers came to look at the piano and have Mr Rashbaum play for 
them, usually leaving with some sheet music, or if they were flush, the latest vinyl record or musical 


instrument. 
Rashboum's Music had never looked back and hence, the piano had become the family's lucky charm. 


Jon quickly placed the takings in the briefcase that was sitting with his and Richie's jackets and belongings, 


making sure the locks were closed and the key was safely around his neck 
‘I'm done," Jon said, stepping back out onto the main floor. "Rich?! Where are you?" 


The soft plink plink plink of the opening chords of their favourite Beatles fuck song since the morning after 
their first night together, drew Jon's attention immediately. The warmth in his belly smouldered into a fire 


when he heard Richie sing the first line of the song, "/ want you../ want you so bad, babe. ' 
And there it was; Richie's intent was very clear. 


Jon rounded the internal wall that buffered the two parts of the shop from each other and saw Richie sitting 
behind the piano. He'd been busy whilst Jon was counting the takings, it seemed. The piano had been shifted 
slightly, the lid had been opened and only the lights toward the front of the shop had been left on, leaving the 


back of the instrument room in shadows. 


Jon breathed out slowly, sounding more like a soft purr to his own ears. He stepped closer and saw that his 


boyfriend had opened the buttons on his shirt already, leaving a smooth expanse of chest and belly on display. 


Looking over his shoulder, Jon checked to see that the security rollers were actually drawn, including over the 
door, before pulling his t-shirt over his head as he moved closer, dropping it over the corner of the piano, 


drawn by Richie's voice accompanying the relevant chords he played. 


" [want you. | want you so bad, babe," Jon answered with the next two verses, straddling the stool beside his 
boyfriend, hooking his leg over Richie's so that he could be as close as he could. 


Sliding a hand over the solid thigh beneath his leg, Jon followed the inner seam to where the four seams met 
at the crotch. Dragging a fingernail over the fly seam lines, Jon smiled as Richie's fingers faltered on the keys 
and when Jon cupped him and squeezed, Richie abandoned playing altogether to haul Jon onto his lap. 


"You'd tempt a nun, do you know that, baby?" Richie growled, sliding his hands down Jon's back, to his ass, 
squeezing the cheeks firmly. 


"You may have told me once or twice," Jon replied in an almost whisper, threading his fingers through Richie's 


hair and tilting his head back so that he could claim his mouth. 


The kiss was long and deep, extremely thrilling in its illicitness for Jon. Richie may have had sex in many 
relatively public places whilst working for Al out on the street, but, for Jon, it still held a certain sense of 


naughtiness. 


By now, Richie had learned all of Jon's secret places and even discovered a few that Jon hadn't known about, 


and used the knowledge to his advantage. 


Richie scooped a palm up Jon's spine, settling his hand beneath his hair and cupping the base of his skull, 
applying gentle pressure with the wide expanse of his fingers. 


Jon relinquished his body and will to Richie, letting his hands fall from the dark hair to Richie's shoulders and 
inside the open shirt. 


"Mmm," he hummed, letting Richie dictate the angle of his head as he explored Jon's jawline and neck "Maybe 
you should take off your shirt, babe," he sighed happily, feeling the muscles undulate under his palms. "You 
don't want it all wrinkled and..ahhhmmm," he lost the ability to speak but still pushed at the fabric. 


Richie released him, saying, "You don't think Flo would approve of me wearing a cum stained shirt at dinner? It 


wouldn't be the first time," he added with a dirty chuckle. "Stand up, babe," he said, giving Jon a little push. 
"But | was comfortable," Jon pouted but stood without further complaint. 


"Unfortunately," Richie said, shrugging out of his shirt and hanging it from the point of the piano lid, further 
shadowing the couple in the far corner, "we don't have time for comfort. C'mere." He slid an arm around Jon's 
waist and pulled him hard against his body and the passion that had been building throughout the afternoon 
came bubbling to the surface. 


Lips met hungrily, teeth clashed and tongues explored the cavernous depths of each other's mouths. Jon's 
fingers sought out the fastening on Richie's pants and pushed them down to his thighs. Freeing his lover's cock 
and wrapping his hand around the thickness, stroking it in the way he had learned that Richie liked the best, 
Jon was encouraged by the sounds that his boyfriend made. 


With an economy of movement, Richie had Jon's jeans undone and puddled around his feet. "Turn around, 
Jonny," he said breathlessly, kicking the stool out of the way. "Brace yourself, baby. This is gonna be hard and 


fast, I'm afraid, not to mention on the dry side." 


"Don't care!" Jon moaned, placing his hands on the shelf above the keys. "You've been a fuckin' tease all 
afternoon” He pushed his ass out and Richie dropped gracefully to his knees to bury his face between Jon's 
cheeks. 


‘Ohhh...fuck, yeah," Jon groaned as Richie's tongue danced over his eager pucker, making him as wet as 


possible. 


Fingers swiped the head of his cock, collecting the dribble of that special sweet-salty fluid and adding it to the 
mix with the saliva Jon assumed that Richie had done the same thing to himself as the next moment, he felt 
one slim finger join and eventually replace the teasing tongue. One finger became two which then became three 


until Jon was sufficiently stretched and lubricated to take Richie's cock. 


"God..yesss," Jon hissed as his boyfriend's long talented fingers brushed against his prostate. "Mrmmnghaaaa,’ 


he vocalised incoherently. 


“That's it, Jonny," Richie crooned against his shoulder as he kept up the internal assault. "Just a little..." Jon 
heard him spit, presumably onto his hand and therefore, his cock. He withdrew his fingers. 


‘Noooo," Jon whined, pitifully. "Babe..please! I'm hungry and | want my Kielbasa!" 
"What the-?!" the brunette snorted, surprise tinged with amusement. 
"Blame your mother," Jon panted over his shoulder. "She taught me a few other words too." 


"Jesusfuckingchrist," Richie swore as Jon felt the smooth, domed head press against his entrance. "As much.. 
that's it, babe, open for me..as much as..| want to know about..goddamn it, you're tight tonight." he spat a 
generous amount of saliva to their joined flesh and smoothed it around, "your Polish language lessons, | 

do not want to think about my mom right now." Richie's last word was said with a grunt as he finally reached 


maximum penetration. 


"Mmm," Jon hummed, pressing back against his lover's body. "Just pierdoli¢ me with your kutas, kochanie," he 


said in his best pronunciation considering his current situation. 


"Oh, I'll give you my kutas, dzieciuch," Richie returned, the family language rolled easily from his lips. In one 
fluid movement, holding Jon by the hips, Richie pulled almost all the way out, sending another spatter of saliva 
down before thrusting back up into Jon's body. 


" Obhhh tuck ," Jon groaned, losing his grip on the music shelf he was holding onto, slamming his hand onto the 
keys making a discordant noise, baffled somewhat by the soundproofing but still loud in the empty room. Jon's 
fingers, on one hand, curled into the ivory spasmodically as Richie's thrusts quickly became desperate; it 
seemed he'd spent the afternoon teasing and edging not only Jon but also himself. 


Jon reached up with his free hand in shaky, jerky movements, caused by his lower muscle twitches and 
Richie's forceful invasion, and snagged his shirt from where it lay on the piano. He gripped it in anticipation of 


saving the piano from any incriminating mess left behind. 


" Kocham ck , Jonny. | love you, baby," Richie cried, first in his grandparents’ native tongue, his body 


convulsing and jerking erratically, as he teetered on the edge of his climax. "Chodz ze mną, Jonny.” 


Jon dared to peak over his shoulder to see his lover gazing down at him with a softness in his face that belied 


the hardness of his shaft that was driving mercilessly into his body. 


Though he couldn't understand the actual words, Jon did understand the meaning just by the look on Richie's 
face even in the dim lighting of the empty store. 


"I love you, too, Richie," Jon replied, his voice thick with emotion 


Bracing himself awkwardly on the keys by his elbow, Jon wadded up the shirt in front of his dick and the other 


wrapped around it. He groaned with the relief of the touch, even if it were his own and not his lover's. 


With only having time to expel one shaky breath, Jon felt the thick, hot, creamy cum coat the inside walls of 
his ass. He twitched his hand once, twice on his own cock before the crescendo of his orgasm gripped his gut, 
and balls, in a death-like squeeze, with the copious evidence of his release being caught in his t-shirt. 


"Mmm," Jon whined, the end note infinitely higher than when it had started, then added, "oh, shit, baby. What 
was that?" He felt Richie extricate himself from his body, both hissing at the greater-than-usual sting from 


the friction the movement created. 


Grabbing the t-shirt from Jon's hand, Richie proceeded to clean the cum dribbling from the over-stretched 
ass. "That, my love," he said, wiping the cloth through the crease one last time before dropping the sodden 
mess to the floor, "was my cock dying a painful death. How's my favourite hole doirt?" He leaned in and gave it 


a kiss, swirling his tongue around to leave it completely clean, soothing it at the same time. 


"It's fine, but thats not what | was talking about?" Jon said, bending and stretching to get the kinks out of his 
back and shoulders before reaching for his pants. He collected the shirt next and pulled a face, noticing that it 
had already started to dry and stiffen in places. 


"Hope you got a spare t-shirt in your car? | don't think this is appropriate for dinner anymore." Jon held it 
aloft as Richie tucked himself back in his pants, glancing at the shirt and chuckling. 


"Boy scout rule," he said. "Always be prepared for when you cum," he added, making them both laugh. "Yeah, 
there's one in the backseat, | think. So, what were you talkin’ about then?" 


‘I'm gonna presume it was Polish you were saying?" Jon queried, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist and 


sighed. "Say it again? Please? | liked it. Also, did | answer right?" 


"Kocham cie, Jonny,” Richie repeated. "| love you." He bent and kissed Jon's lips, a light, tender kiss but it also 


portrayed the sentiment clearly. "Yes, you answered correctly." 


"Mmm, | liked it," Jon said again. "You'll have to bring that one out again one day," he said, kissing Richie again 


"Just not in front of your parents if it had that," he pointed to his discarded t-shirt, "effect on me." 


"So you got a thing for accents, huh?" Richie queried, giving him a considering, side-eye. "What?! 
This bisey accent not good enough to get you all hot and bothered, babe?" 


Not only did he exaggerate the intonations but his mannerisms as well, perfectly imitating some of the 


more colourful residents around town, making Jon giggle at his antics. 

The cuckoo clock on the back wall chimed six melodious, deep Long notes. 

" Shit!" Jon said, pushing away from Richie. "We're gonna be late!" 

"Can't keep Flo's brisket waiting!" Richie chuckled. "Let me look at you," he said, inspecting Jon carefully, 
completing the review by dropping a kiss on his mouth. "Yep..you look fucked," he laughed, slipping his shirt on. 


"No denying it" 


"Damn it," Jon replied, dragging his fingers through his sweaty hair. "Let me do a final check out back, get my 
stuff and the day's takings. Be ready to play bodyguard for me." 


"With me around," Richie said, doing up his buttons, "no one is ever gonna touch you again, baby." 
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Up The River - Chapter 03 

David and Amber 

Chapter 03 

David POV 

David saw Richie's car pull up in the drive behind his. Amber was helping his mom in the kitchen and his dad 
was in his small office, waiting patiently for Jon to arrive with the daily takings to be locked into the hidden 
safe, ready to be recorded, the float taken out and the profits taken to the bank in the morning. 

He popped his head around the door to the office, "They're here," he said to his father. 

"Thanks," Eddie said. David watched him visibly relax. "| was starting to get worried." 

"Knowing those two fuck-," Eddie cleared his throat and sent David an arched eyebrow, "Sorry, those 

two rabbits" he actioned the quotation marks in the air around the word, "I'm guessing they took advantage of 


the empty store." 


"Whatever you do," Eddie hissed, "do not let your mother hear you say that. She'll be down there steam- 


cleaning everything!" 

"Then | certainly won't say it's not the first time it's happened," he chuckled, waggling his eyebrows. 

| don't want to know. Get outta here,” his father groaned, flapping his hands at David. 

He hurried to the front door, yanking it open just as Jon was reaching for the knob. "What took you so long, 
young man," David said gruffly, imitating his father successfully and blocking the doorway. "Your father and | 
were worried about youl" He tried to hold his demeanour but lost out to the bubble of laughter the longer Jon 
stood gaping at him. 


"Asshole," Jon grumbled affectionately, giving him a flick on the back of his head as he pushed his way past. 


"Hey! Watch it," David hissed. The headache had gone but he still had a good-sized lump on the back of his 
head where he'd landed yesterday. 


Jon, checking over his shoulder to where Richie was, said in a hushed voice, "I haven't told him yet, just so you 


know." 


“Thanks, man," David said. "Go on in, Dad's waiting." 


"Kay," Jon nodded and moved further into the house. David heard the soft snick of the office door being closed 


and locked out of precaution. 


Eddie, when he was still in short pants, had seen his parents suffer through an after-hours robbery at the 
store; two thugs looking for the day's takings but getting away with the whole week's worth. After that, his 
parents had vowed never to keep any cash at the store overnight and had gone to the lengths of installing the 
highest-grade security grills. To this day, Eddie kept with the tradition of removing all cash, placing it in his 
safe overnight and taking it to the bank first thing every morning, as well as keeping the security well 
maintained and up to date. 


"Hey! Earth to Davey." 

David blinked, bringing his thoughts back to his friend's appearance. "Shit, sorry, man. C'mon in," he said, 
stepping out of the way and allowing Richie to enter the house. David closed the door but circled Richie, 
sniffing and pulling a face. "You stink!" 

"| do?!" Richie exclaimed, looking alarmed and sniffed under his armpits. "I put deodorant on" 


"No..." David smirked, "you smell of sex You both do, you dirty fuck-." 


"Richie, honey!" Flo said as she emerged from the kitchen “Jon's with you?" she asked, holding out her arms 
for a hug. 


"Hi, Mom," Richie said, hugging the woman. "Yeah, Jon's in with Eddie. Sorry we're late..we..um...” 

"Phht," Flo made a noise and waved her hand, "no need to explain. You're both here now." 

David snorted, making it sound like a cough, and earned himself another flick on the back of his head from 
Richie and a stern look from his mother after a heartfelt, " Motherfucker |" left his mouth before he even 
realised. 

‘Sorry, Mom," he grumbled, rubbing his head. "But that's the second slap in less than five minutes. Right on 
the bruise, too." He was aware that he sounded whiny but Richie's slap had been well-aimed, albeit 


unintentionally so, and had reignited the headache he'd finally managed to suppress. 


"What's wrong with your head, man?" Richie asked as he followed David to the kitchen, after hanging up his 
jacket. 


"You and that other slap-happy prick in the office happened," he retorted, pain making his words come out a 
little harshly. 


"Hey, Rich-honey," Amber trilled happily when she saw Richie follow David into the room. 


"Hey, darlin’, Richie said, dropping a kiss on Amber's cheek. "Man, I'm sorry," he said. "Did something happen 
after work yesterday? Jon didn't mention anything." 


David yanked open the freezer and scooped up some ice into a dish towel that he snagged off the counter, and 
placed it on his head. 


"Now, boys..no arguments before dinner, please," Flo said, returning to her position at the stove to stir 
something. "Thank you, Amber. | think we're almost done," his mother said. "We'll just wait for Eddie and Jon to 
finish and wash up. Richie, why don't you go wash up too, please." 


"Yes, ma'am," he replied and left to use the powder room. 


Amber crawled onto David's lap and took the ice pack from him, gently separating his hair to see. "Yeah, you 


still have a lump. That's gonna take a day or two to come down" 


"Hmm," he hummed, wincing when she touched a particularly sore spot. "Jon hasn't said anything to Richie," he 


said. 


"Then we'll leave it until after dinner," his mother said with a firm nod. "Speaking of which..David, you and 
Amber set the table please." 


There was a general hubbub coming from the other part of the house and David heard his father's voice, 
followed by Richie's and Jon's as they moved toward the kitchen area. 


Amber moved off his lap and took his hand, dragging him up off the chair. "C'mon, Papa Bear. | need some 


fresh air anyway.” 


The meal was served and enjoyed, but if Amber's reticence about eating was noticed, by anyone other than Flo 


and David, nothing was said. It was Amber's lack of involvement in the conversation that drew notice. 


"Everything okay there, darlin?" Richie asked, moments after David felt Amber stiffen beside him. "You're 
quiet tonight." 


"Let it be for now, Rich," David warned. 
"Hey, | was just-," he started to reply. 
"Excuse me," she mumbled and fled from the table. 


David looked at his mother, who nodded in consent, then left the table to follow Amber, slipping into the small 
powder room before the door closed behind them both. 


"Shh," he crooned as Amber bent over the toilet and threw up whatever small amount of the meal she'd 
managed to keep down. "It's okay, Babygirl," David said, holding her hair out of the way with one hand and 
rubbing her back after each spasm. "I guess morning sickness isn't just confined to the mornings, huh?" 


"No," she wailed in between retching. 


When the nausea had stopped, David held Amber tight whilst he flushed away the acrid contents and closed 
the lid, making her sit whilst he got some toilet paper, dampened it and washed her face. 


"Still the prettiest girl in the whole of New Jersey," he said as he tenderly wiped her mouth. 
"Ugh," Amber groaned. "| don't feel it at the moment. | need water." 


"Um," he said, looking around for a glass but, of course, not finding one in the small powder room. He ran the 
water, scooped some into his hand and brought it to Amber's mouth. "Best | can do, I'm sorry. More?" 


Nodding, Amber accepted another handful of water before bursting into tears. "What have we done, D?! I've 


still got six or seven months more of this," she cried. 


David dropped to a knee in front of his fiancée, taking her hands in his. "Maybe so, but you're not doing it 
alone. This is my baby too, and | am taking full responsibility..for both of you." 


"| can't wait to see our baby grow and distort this killer body," he said to make her smile. "Man, | hope your 
boobies get huge!" He eyed the said body part like a starving man, slurping and humming in delight, and 
achieving his goal of making Amber giggle. 

Amber reached out and cupped his face. "I love you, Papa Bear," she said. 

"Love you too, baby," he replied and kissed her tenderly. 

"Lets get this over and done with, huh? Your mom wants to start wedding plans tomorrow." 

David stood and steadied Amber before opening the door. 

Whilst they'd been sequestered in the powder room, David saw that Eddie had moved into the living room with 
his paper, sitting in his favourite chair, and his mom had employed Jon and Richie to clean up the kitchen 


under her supervision. 


Walking arm in arm, they joined Eddie in front of the television. He looked up from the paper as they sat down. 
"Everything okay?" he asked. 


"Hmm," Amber nodded. "Just the annoying odd bouts of nausea. At least it only seems to happen when | start 


to stress out." 


"Then I'll have to keep you relaxed and happy until the ba-," David started to say as Richie walked in with a 


plate of cheese and crackers and a glass of ginger ale for Amber. 
"Flo said you might want these," he said, placing them on the coffee table in front of her. 
"What time do you start work, Richie?" Eddie asked, 


The brunette checked his watch and replied, "| need to leave here soon, actually. Davey, could you drive Jon 


back to Rosie's later, if he wants to stay for a while?" 


"Yeah, not a problem," he replied. He then looked at Amber, who nodded in answer to the unspoken question. 


"Take a seat for a minute, Rich," he said. 

"Er..sure," Richie nodded, looking at him curiously but sitting on the opposite end of the large sofa 

"Moml Jon?" David called out, "You almost done?" 

"No need to yell, David," his mother chastised him as she entered the room with Jon following close behind. 


"Yeah, David," Jon repeated and pulled a face at his brother behind Flo's back, which David flipped off with a 


raised middle finger. 
Flo sat in her chair that matched Eddie's and Jon took the floor at Richie's feet. 
"Are we doing what | think we're doing?" Jon asked, propping himself against Richie's leg. 


Amber nodded, "Yeah." Then redirecting her gaze above Jon's head, said, "Richie, you're the last to hear this 
but | want you to know that it wasn't on purpose, honey.” 


"Jon just happened to be in the store yesterday at the time that everything happened," David added. 
"Comedy gold," his brother snorted in amusement. 
"Don't be an asshole and let Amber speak." David threw him a glare and Flo tsked at them both. 


"Sorry," Jon huffed, holding his hands up placatingly then buried his face against Richie's thigh, trying to stifle 


his amusement. 
Finish what you were saying, darlin’, Richie said as he clamped a hand over Jon's mouth, muffling the giggles. 


"Well..you see..that is." she stuttered. 


"I knocked Amber up, okay?!" David blurted out. "We're getting married..," he slipped Amber's hand in his, 
"hopefully before she starts showing, but definitely before the little peanut arrives." 


"Oh!" Richie gasped, looking between them both. "I guess congrats are in order?" he asked tentatively. 
"Yeah, man," David nodded. "We both want this baby. Mom and Dad are behind us one hundred per cent" 
"As am I," Richie said, surprise giving way to enthusiasm. "Thats awesome news!" he added more ebulliently. 


"Unlike my mom and dad," Amber sighed "But that's a story for another day when we have more time. Lots 


more time. We..we do have a favour to ask you." 

"Name it," he said. 

"We would just like to know if you would sing something at the reception afterwards?" 
"Hey, man..of course, | willl" Richie exclaimed. "I'd be honoured" 

"Thanks, Richie," Amber smiled sweetly. "It would mean the world to us." 

"And Jonny,” David said, "even though you're a pain in my ass most of the time- 
"Heyl" Jon exclaimed. "| resemble that remark!" 

"Like all younger brothers should be," Eddie chuckled. 


"You're the only one here that would know about that, sweetheart," Flo said, sending her husband a wry smile 


and Eddie shrugged in acknowledgement. 


"You're my biggest pain in the ass, but you're my brother," David said, releasing the words on a whoosh of air, 


"and | want you to be my best man, Jonny.” 


David hadn't realised that he'd been nervous about asking him until he felt Amber squeeze his fingers in 


support. 


Jon, who had been goofing off with Richie and not paying full attention to the conversation, spun his head 


around in surprise toward David and Amber. 


"Are you kidding me?!" he whooped and scrambled up off the floor. He gripped David by the hand and hauled 
him to his feet, hollering in happiness before enveloping him in a bear hug. "Aw, man, thats..that's..thank youl” 
He slapped David on the back a couple of times. 


David grinned at Jon's enthusiasm and an all-encompassing warmth took over him. Jon was his brother and 


he'd fight anyone that tried to deny it. 
‘Oh damn," Riche swore lightly. "I gotta get moving, right now!" he added and rose from the chair. 


"Flo, dinner was delicious as always. Mom's got some stiff competition on her hands," he chuckled, bending to 


kiss her cheek affectionately. "Eddie, no doubt I'll see you at the store,’ he added to the patriarch. 


"A mother's cooking is always special," Eddie imparted sagely, standing to shake Richie's hand. "Regardless of 
abilities," he added with a wink to Richie. 


"Edward Rashbaum" Flo declared with mock affront. 


"Now, you didn't let me finish, sweetheart," Eddie replied, placatingly. "| was going to say, of which my beautiful 


bride, and no doubt Joan as well, have in abundance." 


"Hmm..." Flo hummed, eyeing her husband speculatively and retrieved her knitting from beside her chair. "You 


only just saved yourself with that comment, Husband. Take care out there tonight, Richie. You hear me?!" 


"Yes, ma'am," Richie replied obediently. He then turned to David and Amber, who had both stood to say 
goodbye. 


"Davey, Amber..," he said, hugging them in turn "lm really happy for you guys and | can't wait to be Uncle 
Richie! We'll get together this week and organise what music you want, yeah? Jonny, walk me to the car?" 


Jon returned to the living room after an extended goodbye with Richie and the conversation returned to 
general wedding talk. Amber also filled in the finer details of what had happened at her parents’ place the night 


before. 


David, Jon and his father had shifted to shop talk, discussing future promotions and displays, while Amber 


curled up against him. 

"Shh," Flo hissed softly, drawing their attention and indicating that Amber had fallen asleep. 

"I think it's time you drove Jon home, son," Eddie said, keeping his tone low. "Mom will take care of Amber." 
"l didn't realise the time," Jon said apologetically. "Do you need anything done before | go?" 


"No, everything is done, Jonny,” Flo said as Jon stooped to kiss her cheek. "Thank you, though, sweetheart. Be 
careful driving you two. David, you've got a baby to think about now." 


"Yes, Mom," David nodded, dutifully. He held back the exasperation at being told at every possible opportunity 


that he now had another person who would be relying on him. "Tell Amber I'll be home as soon as possible." 


He and Jon escaped to the car a few minutes later, closing the door to the chill of the late evening. On the 


way to the bar, the conversation was muted since they'd covered most things over dinner anyway. 


Crossing town easily due to the lack of traffic, David pulled the car up to the building well within the hour that 
it usually took. 


"Thanks, Davey," Jon said. "For everything, ya know? I'm really..it means a lot that you want me as your best 
man. | consider you my brother, you know that, right?!" 


"| do and same goes,” he grinned. "We would have asked Richie too but since it's gonna have to be a rush job, 


we need to keep it small. The Klinefelds..ugh, I'll fill you in tomorrow." 
‘Is that your way of telling me to get out of the car?" Jon chuckled. 


"No, this is..fuck off, | wanna go home and make love to my bride-to-be slash baby mama," David laughed 


giving Jon a shove. "I'll see you tomorrow at the store. G'night, Jonny.” 
Jon laughed and bade his goodnight as he climbed out of the car. 


David smiled, pulled out onto the street and turned the car toward home. 


Rashbaum Music 

Next Day 

David POV 

David walked to the store after leaving his car in a car space close by, allowing his father to use the space 
behind the shop since he would be the one closing up later in the day. He pulled his jacket closer against the 
October breeze that swirled down the street, hoping that Jon was already there and that the coffee was hot. 


"Davey, wait up!" 


He turned at the sound of his brother's voice. His imagined life-giving cup of coffee poured itself down the 
sink 


"Hey, man," he said. "You caught the bus in?" 


"Yeah," Jon said. "Richie said he needed the car for some errands Today." 


David grunted in acknowledgement. "You're too bright and chipper this morning!" he grumbled. 

"The bar closed early," Jon said, without elaboration "You okay, man? Your head still giving you grief?" 

"Nah, I'm fine," he said, glancing at Jon. "I was hoping that you'd already be at the shop with the coffee going.” 
"Oh," Jon replied. "Bad night? Or a good night?" The corner of his mouth quirked up in a smirk. 

'| wish it were a good night!" David exclaimed. "I'm guessing that's why you're so bouncy today, Tigger.’ 

"Hal" he barked out a laugh and shoulder-bumped David. "Your guess would be correct, in that case," he added. 
David grunted. "I was hoping for the same when | got home from dropping you at the bar last night," he 
offered as they approached the store and Jon dug in his pockets for the keys. "But Amber was out cold when 
| finally crawled into bed and she was fighting off nausea this morning.’ 

"Amber's staying with you?" Jon asked, bending to unlock the grills at the front of the store. 

"Yeah," he shrugged. 

"In your room?!" 

"Mom figured that we couldn't get any more pregnant than we already are, so there was no argument," he 
explained. He pulled the security grills up as high as they would go without using the wooden stick to push 
them up and out of the way. The metal rollers rattled noisily in the early morning air, as though sending out a 
mating call which was answered up and down the street by shop owners doing a similar thing. 

"Good point," Jon said, as he unlocked the front door, standing back and indicating for David to go through. 

He entered the quiet shop, wrinkling his nose at the fusty air and quickly disabled the alarm system, giving Jon 
the thumbs up to come in. "You go start the coffee," David said as Jon walked through the door, "and I'll fix 
out front.” 

“Sure thing, bossman," Jon said, giving a mock salute on his way past. "Caffeine infusion on its way." 

"Grab the air freshener too, asshole," he chuckled "No sex in the store!" 

Jon's unapologetic laughter echoed out from the kitchen, as he'd pegged the privacy door open whilst they 
readied the store for opening. David walked into the office and placed his bag beside the desk before sitting in 


his dad's chair to go over the list of duties that needed to be completed during the day. 


The sounds of Jon readying the machine preceded the aroma of coffee filling the small back office area had 
him salivating. David had had breakfast but his stomach was growling again. A vision of fresh bagels filled his 


head and the need to walk out the door and go get a bag had suddenly become overwhelming. 


He glanced up at the clock to check the time and saw Jon walking toward the shop with a cleaning rag and 
furniture polish. The polish that was set aside specifically for the piano. 


"What are you doing?" he asked, loud enough for Jon to hear. 
"Er..making sure," he called back. 
David rose from behind the desk and followed. "Making sure of what exactly?" he asked. 


Jon looked at him over his shoulder and shrugged. "Making sure there's no outlines on the piano," he said and 


kept walking toward the instrument in question. 


"The piano?!" David squawked. " My piano?! Please tell me you motherfuckers didn't use my piano to fuck on, did 
you?!" 


Jon squirted some polish onto the rag and, keeping a straight face, proceeded to wipe clean the music shelf, 


keys and stool. 


"Okay then..| won't tell you," he said, lowering to his knees to check under the piano for any evidence left 


behind. 
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Up The River - Chapter 04 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you have the chance to relax and enjoy yourself, doing the things that bring you joy and happiness. Take 
this time to recharge your batteries for the upcoming week by enjoying this week's chapter. 


Let's see how dinner with the Rashbaums and the Kleinfelds pans out, shall we? 


Here's to an amazing weekend! 


J 


Up The River 
Chapter 04 
David POV 


The next month was spent in a flurry of wedding preparations and doctor visits. Amber's nausea had peaked 
almost at the same rate as the stress of dealing with her vociferously reluctant parents and finding the 


perfect dress for herself and her best friend, Mercedes, who would be Jon's partner in the bridal party. 


The doctor had advised that Amber shouldn't be worried about the nausea, just yet, however, she should also 
try to take it as easy as possible, which didn't happen until she came rushing into the Rashbaum house one 
afternoon. 


| found it!" she cried happily, launching into David's arms. "| found the dress! And Mercedes found one for 
herself too." He was thankful he was in the living room and sitting on the couch rather than on one of the 


kitchen chairs, which would have toppled over under the force. 


David couldn't see the fuss over a dress and had even made the mistake, one day, of saying it was just a 
dress to his bride-to-be. "I'm happy for you, Babygirl," he smiled. "| was starting to think | was going to marry 
you wearing a trash bag," David chuckled. 


"Me too!" she declared, sounding relieved, before continuing, "I'm starved! What's for dinner? | could eat a 
horse! Oh! No, on second thoughts..a big slice of cheesy pizza," she groaned, then on an uptake of breath, 
added, "Oh, god.. lasagna! | gotta find your mom." Amber made a move to get up from David's lap. 


"Wait a minute, wait a minute,” he said, tightening his hold on his bride for a minute. "Are you telling me 


you're..hungry?! Actually hungry?!" He blinked in surprise but was relieved 


Amber hadn't been eating enough in the last few weeks, citing no appetite and nausea for her lack of regular 
meals. Even the 0B/GYN was concerned and threatened to put Amber on bedrest if she didn't start eating 
more regularly as it was detrimental to the baby's development. She had tried but it still gave David cause to 
worry, so much that he had raised his concerns with his parents one night after Amber had retired to bed 


"Mom?!" David said after allowing enough time for Amber to fall asleep. 
"Hmm?" she hummed questioningly. 
‘ls it normal?" he asked. "Amber not eating as much as she usually does, | mean." He went on to explain further. 


Flo pushed the knitting she was doing down the needles to keep her place, had listened and agreed to a certain 
extent that it was worrying, promising that she would add hidden vegetables for extra nutrients into the meals 
where possible. After Flo had given her word to look out for her daughter, for thats what Amber was to them 
both now, she left her son and husband talking well into the night. 


Over a glass each of aged whiskey, Edde had regaled David with stories of when he and Flo found out they were 
expecting him; how the trials and tribulations were overshadowed by the happiness and joy in the new life theyd 
created Eddie expressed, in a moment of sentiment, how proud he was of how David had grown into a fine young 


man, taking responsibilty for Amber and their child, and flourishing in his music and the family business. 


"l hope you have a son one day who grows up just like you have, Bubbeleh," Eddie said, using the childhood 


endearment, "so you can experience this moment for yourself as a father." 


Affer Eddie had finally joined his wife in bed, David sat in the darkened living room and replayed his father's words, 
letting the significance of them fill him with peace and calmness, and a renewed vision of his future with Amber by 
his side, alongside a whole passel of children and grandchildren. 


He drained his glass and made his way to the kitchen to rinse it out before paddng his way to the bedroom that 
he had grown up in and that now held his new family. 


David closed and locked the door behind him, shedding his clothes and kicking them in the general direction of the 
laundry pile before sipping beneath the covers. The warmth of the bed felt wonderful against the slight chil in the 


alr. 


Snuggling against Amber's sleeping form, he breathed deeply, the faint scent of green apple shampoo, the remnants 
of her perfume and her flushed skin which had changed subtly as her pregnancy progressed 


He growled softly in the back of his throat at the discovery that she was as naked as he was when he touched 
her hip. Thankfully his hand had warmed by then, so instead of startling Amber awake, she hummed happily in her 
sleep and wiggled against his body. 


David caressed her hip with the softest of touches, down Amber's leg as far as he could reach before moving back 
up toward her shoulder, following the length of her arm. He grimaced wryly when Amber unconsciously pressed her 
backside against him, wriggling the soft, full globes closer stil Hs cock, always ready for a party, started to fill 
nestling itself between the cheeks 


David pressed his lps against Amber's shoulder as he stealthily reached out with his thumb, exploring the hidden 
expanse between Amber's hand, hoping fo encounter her breast. Using the stretch in his hands from playing the 
piano, he was able to brush against a sensitive npple easily. The npple had puckered easily into a hard peak and he 
felt the tremor of sensation skitter up Amber's spine as she twitched against him. 


Swirling the side of his thumb around the contracting areola, David's heart was beating hard as he worked to 
control his breathing and movements. With every shift of the covers, the heady aroma of Amber's increasing 


arousal, mixing with his own, watted up to his nostrils 
He wanted her..badly, but he didn’t want to wake her just yet 


Moving his hand closer, David gently cupped one breast, then the other, appreciating the increase in size and weight 
of them already, thrumming his thumb over the npples 


As much as their sex life was like an incendiary bomb, primed and ready to explode, David treasured these 


moments in the dark when Amber let the softness and vulnerability show; something she had only let him see. 


But he had learned that Amber was like..and the only analogy he could come up with was an onion. Slowly peeling 
back layers depending on how much love Amber had for them, showing only David her most tender core. Hs 
family, including Jon and Richie, were a few outer layers away, and her family were only allowed under the first 


tougher layers. 

He was continually brought fo his proverbial knees that this beautiful creature was his, and his alone. 

Always having been the kind of weird-looking kid growing up and spending a lot of time on his piano practice, David 
had started to despair about ever finding the girl who would fall in love with him, let alone marry him and start a 
family 

With a feather-light touch, David skimmed his fingertips from underneath her breasts down and over the ever-so- 
slight swell of her belly and placed his hand over her lower abdomen where he imagined lis child growing. He 
whispered a litany of love words and promises to both Amber and the baby. 


"Davey?" Amber mumbled sleepily. 


"Shh," he said softly. He felt her slowly become aware of everything surrounding her, and, truth be fold, he wasn’t 
mad about it Hs desire for her had escalated and all he wanted to do was slide into her sweet, hot nectar and 


lose himself for a few magical moments for them both 


h the lightest of touches, David skimmed his hand further down her body until his pinky brushed over the small 
patch of pubic hair Amber left. He pictured the springy curls in his mind's eye as he brushed them back and forth, 
a slightly darker blonde than the hair on her head David licked his lps appreciatively, as his mind recreated her 
scent and taste to add to the visions in his head 


He swallowed, it sounded loud to his ears in the darkened room, muffled by the bedding that cocooned them from 
the chilled night air. 


"Hmm," she hummed sleepily. 'feels..mmm..." 


Amber shifted restlessly against him and it had David breathing heavily into her hair as he felt the slick cleft 
beneath his pinky. He could feel the moist heat emanating from her core and he dpped his pinky into the dewy slit 
and found the hood that protected his fiancée’s most sensitive flesh 


Amber inhaled and briefly closed her legs against the intrusion before shifting to allow David's advancement, in a 


silent approval fo continue. 


Still using his pinky, David brushed against the little bundle of nerves and Amber's body responded with a rush of 
slick hotness that coated his finger and a breathy, sleepy hum of appreciation 


With a slow roll of his hips, Davids eager cock glided effortlessly, firstly between her cheeks and then between her 
thighs made slippery with her slick 


Holding as still as possible within close proximity to the sultry entrance, "Amber..," fell from his lips. t was more of 
an invocation than a question, a hymn that had no other words. It was an open plea to all that was good and right 


in the world 


"Yes." she sighed, in an answer adoration to his prayer and shifted just enough that David was granted access fo 


the temple that was her delicious body. 


Amber's smooth, slick walls enveloped him, surrounding him with torrid heat, holding him close, scalding his sensitive 


flesh with her own. She mewled softly as she settled her hold around him. 


‘Mine..," David growled against her neck. Breathing had become hard, almost impossible as the oxygen barely 
reached the bottom of his lungs and his heart was pounding uncontrollably in his chest with the animalstic need to 
mate and claim Amber. 


Amber mewled needlly again as her body started to ripple against his at the touch of his finger against her cht, 


stroking and teasing it gently, feeling it swell and come to life. He could see it lke a technicolour movie in his mind's 


eye; the deep red flush that tainted her sweet siit, the tiny bundle of nerves increasing in size and peeking shyly 
out from beneath its hood, seeking more and more attention, and, when it got if, released the flood of sticky, 


sweet nectar over his cock, hands or mouth, whichever was closest at the time. 


"Oh, oh, ohh.!" she panted softly as the head of his cock brushed against her G-spot in a concentrated assault and, 
within moments, both were transported into the otherworld as their mutual orgasms washed over them leaving 


them breathless and shattered 
‘Fuck..," David gasped, gulping in oxygen to his deprived lungs. 


"Mmm," Amber purred. "If this is a dream..! dont ever wanna wake up." Turning Amber reached behind her for 
David and he shifted to kiss her deeply, feeling her fingernails gently scrape against his scalp where she could 'I 
love you, Papa Bear," she sighed sleepily. 


"' love you too, Babygirl," he murmured and drew back the covers briefly. "Stay there, lil take care of you." 


Padding quickly in the chill of the night air to his bathroom, David quickly dampened a cloth with warm water only 
fo discover Amber had drifted back to sleep by the time he returned He smiled, still basking in the glow of an 
unexpected orgasm, and woke her only enough fo clean away the evidence of the nocturnal passions. He tossed the 
cloth toward the bathroom door after giving himself a cursory wipe down, sipped back under the covers and 
snuggled up against his lover, falling instantly asleep. 


| should go help your Mom with dinner," Amber said, drawing his attention back to the present. "I hope she's 
making that eggplant parmigiana! Think its too late to get that going?" 


"Huh?!" he blinked up at his fiancée. "Um." he hesitated, trying to wrack his brain for the thread of the 


conversation but came up blank. "I'm sorry, what were you saying?" 


‘Oh, baby, | don't have to ask where your head was at," she smirked at him. "H's been tapping away at my 
thigh for the last few minutes.” She kissed him heartily, squirming against the friendly intruder below her and 
making him groan, before she pulled away. "Definitely later, Papa Bear..but right now, our little peanut needs 
food!" 


Amber bounced off his lap with a "Mama Flo?!" leaving David reeling from his erotic thoughts and a boner that 
he had to quickly wrestle under control before his mother passed by. " Shif," he swore softly, pushing the 
heel of his hand against himself and decided to take a few minutes of alone time. "Just chill, lil dude. Gimme a 


minute to get to the bedroom, at least" 


He stood, adjusting himself to a less inconspicuous position and started for the bedroom. He almost had the 
door shut, ready to flip the lock when he heard “Daaaviiid! | need you fo run fo the grocery store, please." 


He whimpered and his dick pulsed against his hip in protest. 
"Daaaviiid!” 


"fm coming!" he yelled back. "Or | wish | was, anyway!" He sighed and changed into a sweatshirt that would 
cover him for modesty's sake, grabbed his wallet and keys and left the bedroom to get the list of shopping his 


mother needed. 
wk 
Amber's dress, and Mercedes’, had been the key to moving the rest of the planning along quickly. 


Flo invited Amber along to one of her women's groups that she'd been a part of since David was a baby. The 
women, who had watched David grow, had offered to cater for the small reception with traditional dishes and 
old family recipes. All Amber had to do was taste test the various dishes on offer, which she did so diligently 


now that her nausea had settled into almost non-existence. 


"Papa Bear, you know it's the right thing to do," Amber pleaded to him after a successful planning session. "The 


ladies are catering for us, the least we can do is invite them to the wedding." 


"But that's another six people on the guest list," he argued back, "and then what if they expect to bring their 


husbands..or..or, their kids, too? | know what these women are like!" 


David did know them, and his argument was all for show anyway. In reality, he knew that he would grant 
Amber anything her heart desired at this point if it were at all possible. 


The women had always treated him like one of their own when his mom took him with her during the school 
holidays, there were always freshly baked treats to be shared around and many of their kids had become good 
friends when they'd started elementary school together. 


He still kept in touch with some but most had drifted away once David's piano practice became more important 


than going down to the local creek to catch tadpoles or whatever other adventures they came up with. 


"If you need any further convincing," Amber cooed, skimming a fingernail through the stubble on his cheek, 


down his neck and into the V of his shirt, "then | can do that later when your mom goes out.” 


He growled in the back of his throat, fighting to keep the shit-eating grin from his face. He sighed dramatically 
and said, "Fine..| guess | can let you attempt to convince me. Though it might take a couple of attempts before 


| agree." 


"Hmm," she hummed. "I think I'm up for that debate, and I'm sure you will be," she added, dropping a kiss to his 
lips that lingered just long enough for the promises to be conveyed succinctly. 


The next big item on the seemingly never-ending list of things to do was the all-important meeting with the 
Rabbi and both families. The meeting with the Rabbi was the easier part of the evening. It was the post- 


official meeting dinner that proved interesting. 


The Klinefelds were frosty, to say the least, and still believed that Amber was not of sound mind and under 


David's bad influence. 

"How does a student" the word was said with a hefty amount of disdain from Mr Klinefeld, "expect to provide 
for a wife and a child?! Where are they going to live? And we are certainly not happy with the arrangement of 
Amber living here, with David before the wedding." 

‘Its not the proper way," Mrs Klinefeld had added with an equal amount of snark as her husband. 


"You need to remember, Mom," Amber returned, her frustration and anger clear in her tone, "that I'm 


already engaged, so what's the big deal? It's not the 1950s anymore!" 

"Watch your words, young lady," Mr Klinefeld growled. 

Amber was about to bite back when David placed a hand on her thigh. "Sir, | have my job at the store and l'm 
taking on students for music lessons. Whatever money | make on those lessons is going into a separate bank 
account for a house deposit." 

‘| also want to point out," Eddie interjected, firstly, Julliard isn't just any school. David has worked exceptionally 
hard to be accepted. Secondly, he will be offered the Manager's position at the store once | reach retirement 
age and, should something unforeseen happen to me, the business will be left to David. It's his legacy. He and 


Amber, and all grandchildren will be taken care of in the future." 


A look passed between the Klinefelds, and then Mrs Klinefeld said, looking down her nose, "It's just a music 


store.” 


| beg your pardon!" Flo exclaimed. "It's a far worthier business than..than being a..a lawyer! Especially 


a corporate lawyer ." 
"Well, | never-!" Mrs Klinefeld gasped. 
"Mom!" Amber screeched. 


"Ladies!" Eddie barked. "Please! There will be no arguments this evening. This is supposed to be a happy occasion, 


for pity's sake!" 


David was struck mute. He'd never seen his parents behave in this manner before. 


"Now," Eddie said, once the room had fallen into a bristly silence, "Eli, | would invite you to join me in my office, 


please." He turned to his wife, "We will take coffee in there, please, my dear." 
"Of course, darling," Flo replied in a silent understanding of what Eddie was intent on doing. 


The men rose and David started to as well until Eddie placed his hand on his shoulder. "Not this time, son," he 


said with a shake of head. 
David scowled but accepted his father's decision and fell back onto the couch beside Amber. 


‘Miriam, how do you and Eli take your coffee?" Flo asked, rising regally from the edge of her usual chair. "Or 


would you prefer tea, perhaps?" 


Normally, his mother would have been in her house dress and slippers by this time after dinner, with her 


knitting out and an heirloom rug tucked around her knees. 


But this evening called for more stately attire of skirt and blouse with a clean pinafore apron to protect her 
good clothes, matching short pearl necklace and earrings that her parents had given her at her wedding to 
Eddie, stockings and a small heel. 


"Eli will have coffee with creamer," Mrs Klinefeld said. "And I'll take a tea." 


David noticed the slight tightening of his mother’s lips at his soon-to-be mother-in-law's lack of manners and 


superior tone of voice. 


"Of course," Flo said with a tight smile and retreated to the kitchen, leaving Amber, her mother and himself 


sitting in an awkward silence. 


"|.think I'll go help Mom," David said after a few moments of being glared at as though he was some piece of 
offending smelly trash. 


"Oh, but..," Amber started to say but, with a glance to her mother, nodded and said, "Okay, Papa Bear.” 


"Love you both," he said softly and dropped a kiss to her mouth before he stood. "I'll be right back," he 


muttered and left the room, allowing himself a full-body shudder as soon he was out of sight. 


He walked into the kitchen to find the coffee brewing and his mother at the kitchen sink with her long 
discarded apron folded into a small parcel clutched at her face and her shoulders shaking. "Mom!" he exclaimed 
and rushed to her side. "Are you okay?" It wasn't until he placed his arm around her shoulders that he heard 
her unmistakable giggle. "Mom?!" 


Flo brought the apron down slowly, first revealing her eyes that were twinkling in merriment before the 
wadded cloth came down further to show her full face. She was biting her lips in an effort not to laugh. 


"Oh, David..." she managed to squeak out. Then after a moment of gathering her composure, said, "Sweetheart, 


I'm fine." 
"You're laughing!" he said in confusion. "| thought you were crying. What's going on?" 


Flo was silent momentarily as she shook out her apron, smoothing it out as a distraction before hanging it up 
on the hook near the door. "Please get the good coffee cups down from the top shelf," she said, pointing in the 
direction of the cabinets that held the fine china place settings, the setting only used on special occasions. "The 


coffee will be ready soon." 


David knew well enough that forcing an answer out of his mother was futile, so he followed her direction, 


placing the required cups on the bench below him as Flo gave them a cursory wipe with a clean cloth. 


Once the cups were set out and condiments added, Flo turned to David and said in a conspiratorial whisper, "l 


was laughing because | have a feeling that | know what your father is doing." 
"Which is?" 


"Taking that pious..sanctimonious..smug..pompous... egotistical Eli Klinefeld down a peg or two," she hissed " She," 
she said with a vicious point toward the living room, "needs to be in there too. But | know that's not how your 


father works." 


The coffeemaker gurgled to a stop and Flo quickly poured the aromatic, dark liquid into the waiting cups. "Let 
me take these into your father," she said, placing two cups, the matching sugar bowl and a jug for the 


creamer. "Oh, shoot..Miriam wanted tea-." 


"lll take care of it," David said and with a shooing motion toward his mother, moved to check the water level in 


the kettle before starting the flame beneath it. 


While he waited for the water to boil, David wondered what his mom had meant by his Dad taking Mr Klinefeld 


down a peg. 


What would his dad have that would be considered.. blackmail material? Bad business deals? Secret life as a 


porn star? 


"Eww," he muttered at that thought and gave himself a shake just as the whistle on the kettle started its 
scream. He snatched it up off the heat, turning the hob off at the same time and poured the hot water into 
the small teapot his mother had prepared. 


"Thank you, sweetheart," his mom said as she bustled back in with an almost empty tray, setting it back down 
to reload with a glass of milk for Amber, the remaining cups and the teapot. "Lets go." 


| can take the tray, Mom," he said and gently nudged her out of the way. 

"Thank you, Bubbeleh," Flo murmured and led the way back to the living room. She took a moment before 
entering the room, to brush away imagined flecks from her skirt and blouse before stepping into the room. 
"Here we are now," she said, bright and cheerful as a spring day. "Just put the tray on the coffee table, 


please, sweetheart.” 


David did as requested before he sat down, looking between his fiancée and her mother. There was a definite 


chill in the air. 


Mrs Klinefeld was still sitting with a ramrod spine on the edge of her chair as though she were ready to take 
flight at any moment. 


Amber, on the other hand, was curled up into the corner of the sofa as far away as possible from her 


mother as though trying to prevent being touched by the woman 
Reaching for Amber, David asked, "Is everything okay, Babygirl?" 
"Just peachy," Amber growled and shifted into his side. 


While his mother was tending to Miriam, David handed Amber the glass of milk before adding a generous 


amount of sugar and a drizzle of milk to his coffee. 


"Do you know if the men will be long?" Miriam asked with a touch of impatience in her tone. The sound of 


muffled raised male voices floated from the small office and into the living room. 

"No, | don't," Flo answered with a chilled inflection. "And | don't tend to pry when he has a guest in his office." 
Miriam's lips pulled into a tight little pucker of disapproval at the thinly veiled rebuke. 

"Be polite at least, please, Mom," Amber pleaded. 

‘| will not take orders from a willful ite girl who disobeys her parents to run away with an unsuitable boy,” 
Miriam snapped, the last word was dripping with so much disdain that it was extremely hard to ignore the 


slight. 


The sound of the office door suddenly slamming against the wall broke the tense mood in the living room and 


moments later, Mr Klinefeld stormed in. 
"Come along, Miriam," Eli said, looking both ashen and outraged all at once. "We're leaving." 


David could have sworn that he heard Amber's mother mutter Thank goodness under her breath as she 


almost tossed the coffee cup onto the tray. Miriam snatched up her handbag that had barely left her side all 


night, as though they had planned an early escape long before they had even arrived, and joined her husband. 


"We will be present at your wedding, Amber Maree," her father said, "but | think it may be wise that we have 


limited communication after that. Come along, Miriam." 

"Wait! What?!" Amber exclaimed, sitting up suddenly, and shoving the glass at David before racing after her 
parents as they made their way toward the front door. "What do you mean by limited contac Do you not 
want to meet your grandchild?! Be a part of their life?!" 


Shit! David swore to himself and rushed to Amber, passing his parents who did not seem too surprised at the 


Klinefeld's outburst. 
"Mom?! Dad?!" Amber stopped them at the front door. 


"You've made your decision, Amber Maree," her father said. "We do not agree with your chosen path 


so we're choosing not to be present when you finally realise you've made a mistake." 

"Mom?!" Amber said, turning to Miriam. "Is this what you want too?" 

"We tried to bring you up as a decent young lady.like your sister is," Miriam said. "Instead, you skip school, go 
out drinking at bars and nightclubs, and..and..goodness knows what else." Miriam paused, flicking a glance toward 
David, "You were supposed to be the golden child but-." 

| was never the golden child.not since Bethany came along!" Amber yelled at her mother. 

"Babygirl," David said, trying to calm her with a hug, "please-." 

"NO!" she said, shrugging David's embrace off and rounding back on her parents. "It was always Bethany this, 
and Bethany that! could never do anything right, anything to please you. You blatantly ignored me! So | chose 


to please myself instead!" 


"We never-" 


"/ think its time you left," Eddie barked as he came to stand beside his son and Amber in a show of solidarity. 
"David, take Amber into the living room to your mother, please. This stress is not good for the baby.’ 


David nodded and ushered Amber back to the living room to his mother's embrace. When he knew that he was 
taken care of, David returned to his father. 


"Eli," Eddie said, herding the Klinefelds out the door. "We've said all that can be said for now. We'll be in touch 
before the wedding with the details of the ceremony. Goodnight” The door closed and Eddie deliberately snicked 
the lock into position 


"What the hell happened, Dad?" David asked as his father stood mutely, still facing the door and his hand on 
the knob. 


Eddie turned. "Go check on Amber," he said with a small smile and pat on David's shoulder. "I'll explain in a 
minute." 


"Okay," he replied uncertainly but concern over Amber finally won out. David turned towards the living room 


whilst Eddie returned to the office. 


He walked into the room to see Amber in his mother's embrace, crying as though her world was about to end. 
And, David guessed, it kind of had. Her parents had just ripped the proverbial rug out from underneath her at 


a crucial time of her life. 


"David's here now, Bubbeleh," Flo crooned, looking up and tracking his movement across the room. "Shh now. It's 


going to be alright." 


"Amber?!" David said, squatting down in front of his bride-to-be. He took her hands in his and covered the 
knuckles with kisses. "I'm here, Babygirl. We got you, | promise." 


"They..they do-don't want me," Amber cried, falling into his arms. "They don't want me..." 


"But we do. / dol" David said, lowering himself further onto the floor and cradling the distraught blonde in his 
lap. "| want you, Amber. For the rest of our lives. Just you, just me..this little peanut and whatever siblings 
may come along." He placed his hand on her growing belly, rubbing it tenderly. 


"But where are we going to live?" Amber sniffled. Her tears were still falling but the heartbreaking despair was 


starting to dissipate slowly. "We can't live here all our lives.” 


"Eh," David shrugged and looked up at his Mom who was watching them both with concern. He winked at her 


and said, "We'll send them down to Miami or somewhere warm when the next one comes along.” 
Flo's eyes widened slightly and she pressed her lips together in an attempt not to laugh. 


Ill miss Mom's cooking but I'm sure she can train you up well before they go," David continued, deliberately 
taunting Amber with the image of a perfect little housewife. "| mean, | will be busy running the store and 
creating music all day, so I'll need a hearty meal prepared for when | come home to my kingdom, my slippers 


and a glass of whiskey at the end of each day." 


"David Bryan Rashbaum," Amber declared, pulling back to look at him askance, "| will not fran up to be your 
handmaid, thank you very much. You'll learn to cook at the same time. You will help with the babies, and 
| do mean changing their diapers, thank you very much. This" she waved her hand between them, "has to be a 


fifty-fifty thing, you know!" 


David smiled at her and kissed her tenderly. "And there's the strong, ambitious and fiercely independent Amber 
that | know and adore. Welcome back, Babygirl." 


Amber sat back and blinked at him with a tear-stained face, smudged makeup and a clear dribble from her 
nose. But she was the most beautiful creature he'd ever laid his eyes on and couldn't imagine life without his 
little pocket rocket beside him now. 


"Oh, D," she said sadly, swiping at her nose. "What are we going to do?" 


"Well," Eddie said as he walked through the door. He sat next to Flo with the kids in front of them. "I do know 


you won't have to worry about a place to live." 
"Dad, | was only joking, ya know," David said, looking up at his parents. 


"I know you were, son," Eddie smiled. "Here..! want you to look at this." He handed over a sheet of printed 


paper. 
"What is it?" David said before looking at it. 
Flo murmured something to her husband. They smiled at one another and Eddie kissed her cheek affectionately. 


"Holy shit!" David gasped as he studied the page. It was a bank statement under his parents' names held in 
trust for him, with a sizable balance. He checked the issue date. Only a month old. 


"Del" Amber queried. "Is everything okay?" 


"Your mother and | have been putting away any spare funds we had since the day you were born," Eddie 
explained. "Your grandparents, in their wills, contributed too. We have an appointment on Friday morning, all four 
of us, to sign the paperwork that will transfer it into an account in both your names. The only stipulation is 


that it goes toward either a small house outright, or a downpayment on a larger house." 

"We would never let the two of you struggle with a baby on the way," Flo said, reaching out to brush away a 
tear from Amber's face. "You would have received that on your wedding day, but," Flo turned to Eddie, "I'm 
assuming your talk with Eli forced your hand, dear?" 

"It did, unfortunately," Eddie nodded. "Amber, your parents are fools to walk away from such a fine young lady. 
We're very happy that you're joining our family permanently. You are, for all intent and purpose now, our 
daughter. Isn't that right, Mother?!" 

"Absolutely," Flo smiled fondly at the blonde girl. 


"Welcome home, Babygirl," David said. "Looks like you're stuck with me, like it or not" 


"Oh | like," Amber said, inhaling a shaky breath. "I like very much!" she added before launching herself at Eddie 
and Flo. 


RR ~ ~~ ~ EK 


Author's Notes: 
Its bachelor party time! 


It was so hard to remember to call it that, too. We call it a buck's or stag's night, and the bride has a hen's 
night. What do you call it where you come from? 


l'm only writing from my knowledge of what the guys do here so forgive me if things don't sound terribly 
authentic US style. Are there challenges, dares and consequences? Do the bride's parties end up mixing with 
the groom's parties occasionally? Do the brides get sloppier than the grooms? l'm genuinely curious to know.. 


Anyway.please enjoy.. 
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Up The River 

Chapter 05 

The Week Before the Wedding 

Rosie's Bar 

David POV 

"Have fun, ladies." 

David bid farewell to the group of women comprising Amber's bachelorette party, all of whom were wearing 
plastic tiaras and novelty items that advertised them as part of the group of revellers, who responded with 
laughter, howls, and cheers of approval, having already indulged in the custom drink menu courtesy of Richie 
and Jon. The menu featured a variety of cocktails available at cost price until midnight. After that, they were 


on their own. 


It was Richie's suggestion to hold the girls' party at Rosie's so that his staff would be able to keep a close eye 


on them 


"But not too much for you, Mama," he said to the woman in his arms and dropped a kiss on Amber's waiting 


lips. 


"| promise, Papa Bear," Amber, wearing a cheap, novelty veil and a sash that declared her the Bride To 
Be, replied. "And no picking up any sexy little blondes at Trax tonight!" 


David smiled. "Been there, done that, got the sexiest girl there! So why would | do that again, when they would 


all pale in comparison to you, my love?" he countered, gallantly. 
Amber snorted, unladylike, and said, "Sweet talker!" 

" Truth speaker," he retorted in some kind of attempt at an accent 

"Davey!" Jon called him from the door of the bar. "Time to let the pretty lady go." 
"You're being hollered at," Amber chuckled 

"Hmm," he agreed. "But leave me with a kiss so that no other girl will want me" 


Amber laughed out loud at the comment. "You're such a goofball, Papa Bear," but acquiesced with his request 
and kissed him slowly and longingly. 


"Hmm," David said, licking his lips after the kiss broke. "Now that's a kiss!" 
"Davey!" Jon yelled again 
"Go," Amber chuckled, pushing him away. "I love you, Mr Rashbaum." 


"And | love you, soon-to-be Mrs Rashbaum," David cooed before bending down in front of her. "And | love you, 


too, Peanut." 


David felt a hand on the back of his neck before he heard Richie's voice. "For god's sake, man, let the girl go 
have some fun!" he said, hauling David backward and away from Amber. "We got our own fun to have. Bye, 


darlin’. Any problems talk to the guys at the bar; they know to look out for you all.” 


"Thanks, Richie,” Amber laughed. "Take care of him, too. Do not dye him blue and no full-body casts, you hear 


me?!" 


"Spoilsport," Richie chuckled over his shoulder as he guided David to the front door of Rosie's where Jon 
waited for them. 


"Finally," Jon sighed dramatically, giving David an eye roll as he approached and opened the door to wave them 


through. 


"I had to pry them apart," Richie chuckled as he pushed David out the door first. "Anyone would think they'd 


never see each other again." 


"Hey!" David exclaimed, turning on his friends. "It wasn't anything more than you two get up to in public." He 
turned toward the street and whistled at a cab driving past only to turn back and find the couple in a heated 
liplock. "Ha fuckin’ ha," he groused, reaching for the cab door. "Get in the fuckin’ cab, motherfuckers." 

David climbed into the passenger seat beside the driver leaving the back seat for Richie and Jon. 

"Where to?" the driver asked after all the passengers were inside the car. 


"Trax. Know where that is?" David asked. 


‘Of course," the driver nodded. "There's an extra charge for cleaning," he said loudly. "I don't tolerate drunks 


throwin’ up in my cab." 


"We're not drunk, man," Richie said. "Not yet anyway. We're just high on life, my friend,” he said in a lazy drawl 
and ended up in giggles. 


"You just came from that bar," he said with a shrug and a hand gesture toward the window even though they 


were now a couple of blocks from Rosie's. 
"We live there," Jon said. 


"And it's Davey's bachelor night," Richie said, clapping David on the shoulder. "He's gettin’ married next week so 
we're celebrating tonight." 


"So why not stay back there?" the driver asked, hooking his thumb over his shoulder. 


"My fiancée and her party are there," David offered. "The perpetual hippy in the backseat is the manager of 
said club. He left the girls under the watchful eyes of his staff." 


"Sensible! Good idea, man," the cabbie nodded in appreciation. "So that leaves you free to sow those wild oats 


tonight, huh?" He turned to David and waggled his eyebrows at him. "Huh?!" 
"Something like that," he agreed with a polite smile. 


"His girl just left her mark on him," Richie chortled, ruffling David's hair from behind. "Ain't no girl game 
enough to cross the future Mrs Rashbaum. She may be tiny, but, man, that girl is fierce!" 


“That she is," David agreed but the Amber he'd seen after the night of the disastrous dinner with her parents 


flashed across his mind's eye in stark contrast. 


Even though some of the details of the dinner were shared with Jon and Richie, they hadn't told them just 
how badly her parents’ rejection had hurt Amber, despite Jon having kind of gone through a similar situation 


The decision had been Amber's, not to share just yet, and, until she said otherwise, he would abide by her 


wishes. 

The driver wove the car expertly through the streets as he regaled the trio with tales of his 40-year 
romance with his wife, pulling up outside the nightclub a short while later. Jon paid the fare and the cab driver 
wished David a happy life for the future as he was getting out. 

"Let's go!" David exclaimed and started for the door. 


"Wait, wait, wait," Richie said, clapping his hand on David's shoulder to halt his progress for a moment. "We got 


somethin’ for you.” 
"Oh?" 


"We wanted you to have the best last night out as a semi-free man," Jon said with a grin as Richie pulled 
something from inside his jacket. "So we got you this...” 


Richie unfurled a white satin sash, similar to the one Amber had been wearing. Jon's grin was getting broader 


with each passing moment. 
It was at that moment that the hairs rose on the back of his neck. It was going to be an interesting night. 
It read, in clear black writing, Groom To Be on the front. 


Fairly innocuous, David thought. But foo safe for these two knuckleheads. "Hold up," he said. "What are 


you not showing me?" He reached for the sash and turned it over. 

She Said No Strippers was emblazoned in large red letters down the whole length of the sash. 
"Really?!" he asked. 

"Hey! Its the truth, man," Richie said. "Amber gave us strict instructions about no strippers." 


"She didn't say anything about any other girls that may or may not offer to take their tops off for you," Jon 
added with a sly grin. 


"Oh, well then..." David shrugged, starting to get into the swing of the night, "I can't help that now, can |?! That 


would be permissible under a technicality." 
"Exactly! Technicalities..semantics," he agreed. "Same, same." 


"Arm up, man," he said and placed the white satin over David's head when he complied. "And it is our duty as 
your Best Man," Richie said, tossing his head Jon's way, "and friends, to make sure that all technicalities are 


explored.to their fullest” He patted David on the chest once the sash was firmly in place. 
"Let's go," Jon said, giving him a small shove toward the door. "The others should be inside already." 


The doorman, on prearrangement, let the trio skip the queue. "Have a good night, man," he said with a knowing 
smile as David walked through the doors, with Jon and Richie following. 


"Ladies," David cried, standing just inside the door with his arms spread. "The condemned man has arrived." 


Whether any women actually heard him over the sound of the music was debatable but a cheer from a table 


down to his right caught his attention. "What the fuck?!" he exclaimed, seeing an array of old, familiar faces. 
"We tracked down as many as we could," Jon said. "Mom and Dad helped, too." 
"Thanks, man," David said, sincerely, hugging Jon 


There was a group of about a dozen guys that consisted of cousins and high school friends that he hadn't 


seen in a while and a few from Julliard, as well, all standing and hailing him over. 


‘OFF you go," his brother said, giving him a peck on the cheek. "Go have fun. We'll be there soon with a drink 


for you." 


"That sounds ominous," he said, "but okay." David left Jon and Richie, who headed to the bar whilst he trotted 
to the party table to be enveloped in friends and family. 


wie 
Richie POV 

"You've got everything planned?" Jon asked him as they walked to the bar together to order drinks. 
"Trust me, babe," Richie winked and waggled his eyebrows. 

"Oh boy..| know that look," Jon chucked. "Do | call Eddie now and warn him to get bail money ready?" 
"Ouch, that hurts," Richie chuckled. "I'm a responsible bar manager, remember?!" 

"And one that likes to pull a prank now and again," Jon smirked. 


"What can | get you, good lookin?" the friendly brunette behind the bar asked, leaning forward to accentuate 
her cleavage. Moving to stand at his side, Jon snorted softly. 


"And | can say the same, darlin," Richie crooned smoothly. "Whatcha got on offer tonight, beautiful?" He paused 


for a heartbeat before adding, "Drink-wise, | mean." 


He couldn't help flirting, even with Jon standing right beside him, barely suppressing his laughter. Flirting came 
naturally and had frequently earned him a lot of extra work when walking the streets for Al. 


"Whatever you want, tall, dark and handsome," came the reply and Richie heard Jon's groan beside him. 


"Hush," he hissed at his lover. "I'm tryna get free drinks. Or at least cheap drinks." Richie turned back to the 
woman, leaned in on his crossed arms and deliberately flicked his eyes over her. "Three Jack and cokes, please, 


pretty lady," he said, pursing his mouth into what was almost a pucker. 


"Please, pretty lady," Jon softly mimicked from beside him. His lover snorted in amusement and hip-checked 
him, letting Richie know he was only kidding. 


"Careful, baby," Richie smirked, "or | might use you as an example for some of the things | have planned 


tonight." 
"Ooh, promises, promises," Jon said, his blue eyes twinkling merrily even in the flashing lights. 


"Here you go," the brunette placed the drinks on the bar. "Three Jack and cokes," she said. "Doubles," she added 


sotto voce with a wink. 


Richie handed over enough cash to cover what he would charge at Rosie's, but when the change was handed 
back, he knew that she'd worked a little sleight of hand. "Thanks, pretty lady," he said and sent her a smile 
before handing Jon one of the glasses. Collecting the remaining two from the counter, Richie turned to follow 


the path that Jon was supposed to be taking. 


Instead, Jon was standing in front of him. His lover's free hand grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him 
up close. Jon leaned in, enough for Richie to smell his newly purchased aftershave, and said against his ear, 
"When we get home, you're gonna apologise for flirting with the bar staff in front of me, aren't you?" Jon 


released his shirt, turned and walked toward the party group. 


"Yes, dear," he managed to choke out. He hadn't been sure that Jon had heard him until his boyfriend threw a 


look over his shoulder that would make any sexy lingerie model envious. 


Richie growled and acknowledged the rush of blood southward, enough to make his head spin a little, before he 
followed his boyfriend through the crowd, but not before having to jiggle a little to accommodate some growth. 


Reaching the table moments after Jon did, Richie placed the glass in front of David, even though it looked as 
though he already had multiple drinks on the go. Introductions were made, most declaring that it was good to 
put a face to the one responsible for throwing the party. 


Richie allowed a little general chit-chat to happen so that everyone was feeling comfortable. He made sure he 
touched base, at least briefly, with everyone there, using his gut instincts to feel people out before he 
brought in a little fun and games. After a while, he called for everyone's attention with a shrill whistle. 


"Now that | have your attention," Richie started. "Jon and | would like to thank you all for coming tonight. You 
don't know us, but we all know and love Davey, here," he raised his glass toward David who returned the 


salute, "to want to celebrate his upcoming wedding with his beautiful bride-to-be, Amber." 


"We're not family by the true sense of the word," he continued, "and we haven't been friends for all that long 
either, but David and his family have taken both Jon and me in as their own and so, as brothers, kinda, we 


couldn't let him get married without a fitting send-off" 


"So, in the true spirit of a party," Richie said, placing his glass on the table and rubbing his hands together in 
glee, "there's gonna be a few games," a nervous cheer rippled through the gathering, "a few dares," more 
nervous laughter and conversations, "lots of booze and maybe some singing." The last point raised a united 


groan amongst the guests which drew a few glances from around them. 


"Oh, c'mon," he pleaded. "It's gonna be fun. | promise!" Richie looked around the group and decided that most 
were going to be able to be persuaded to join in, especially once they got drunk enough not to care what other 


people were thinking of them. 


"Anyway," he continued, "the first rule of tonight...the golden rule of tonight..whatever happens at the party, 
stays in the party!" Richie raised his glass in toast and the rest stood and joined in. 


As the night wore on and time had lulled the group into a false sense of security, not to mention the liberal 
application of alcohol loosening some inhibitions, Richie, with Jon's help, started issuing a few dares and whoever 
failed at their task had to pay the forfeit. Most of the dares were centred around David, for which Richie was 
grateful that he was a very willing participant. 


Most were harmless things like telling a random stranger that the groom had misbehaved and that he needed 
a spanking or convincing a pretty girl to part with an item of clothing and, if underwear was handed over, the 


one who completed the task was given King status for the night. 

And if anyone failed in their challenge, the group decided on the appropriate forfeit. One of David's friends from 
Julliard was issued a fine to buy the biggest guy at the bar a Cocksucking Cowboy and then blow him a kiss 
when he looked for who sent the drink over. Daryl was sent scampering back to the table when the guy blew a 
kiss back to him, much to the amusement of the group of friends. 


"You know," Jon had sidled up to him at one point, "we haven't danced yet" 


Richie looked down at his lover and could clearly see the heat in his blue eyes. "We haven't, have we?" 


Jon shook his head, took the glass from Richie's hand and placed it on the table, reaching over those that were 
still seated, before linking their fingers together and tugging him toward the dance floor. 


Shielded by the throng of dancers, Richie indulged and luxuriated in Jon's kisses, barely restraining himself 
from dragging his lover off to the men's room. Instead, they had to make do with a dark corner and some 
heavy petting, rejoining the group only when propriety was starting to lose out to public debauchery. 

As the night wore on, Richie initiated the group singalongs, with a little help from Jon and David, serenading 
people walking by with cheesy love songs. Some of them succeeded in getting pretty girls to sit on laps 
because of the effort and attention they gave. 


David had then failed at yet another flirting challenge. Accidentally or on purpose, Richie wasn't sure but he 
was getting sloppy drunk and his /m the Groom trope was getting old among the other patrons. 


Jon had taken it upon himself to be David's minder toward midnight, making sure he didn't get himself into too 
much trouble and he quickly hauled him off to the bathroom when he started looking extremely green 


"Everything okay, babe," Richie asked once Jon led a slightly more refreshed David back to the table. 


"Yeah," Jon sighed. "Managed to get him to a toilet before he barfed all over the floor or any of the other 
guys in there. We might need to take him home soon whether he likes it or not." 


"Sounds like a plan," he agreed. Besides, he still had that apology to Jon to make when they were finally alone 
for the night. 


One of the guys clapped his hand on Jon's shoulder and turned to the group, "Since David failed the last 
challenge, | vote that he has to take a body shot off the Best Man, here," he declared. 


"Wait! What?!" Jon yelped. 


The suggestion was met with cries, wolf-whistles, and whoops of agreement. Jon turned to Richie and said, 


"C'mon..not gonna object or anything on my account?!" 


David looked Jon up and down with bleary and unfocused eyes. "Buh..he'sh m' lil bru- hc- brother..," he 
protested sloppily to whoever was bothered to listen now. "Didcha know that?" 


He attempted to stand, having to take multiple attempts to get his feet underneath him before he could 
successfully stand, albeit on wobbly legs. Jon held out his hand to steady David, only to have him launch 
himself into Jon's arms. 


"Woah, there, Davey," Jon chuckled. "I think it's time we got you back to Amber, huh?" 


"That's a good idea," Richie agreed. "It's a good night for a walk." 


"You..." Turning his attention to Richie, David said with a waft of stale vomit breath and poking him in his 
chest, "are my broth’ tooo, Rishiee. Love you, guysh!" 


"And we love you too, man," Richie grinned. "C'mon, man, let's go-." 

" No |" David squawked. "Hafta do th' shhot offa Jonny firsht." He still had his arm hooked around Jon's neck 
and, with the strength of a drunk man, hauled the reluctant Jon closer to the table. "Clear it off," he ordered 
the remaining party-goers. "I need a shotta somefing." 


"Babe..a little help here?!" Jon pleaded with Richie. 


"Davey..Davey," he said, pulling his friend's arm to distract him. "Let's just keep that one for another day, 
huh?" 


David looked at him with a frown for a long moment before giving him a shake of his head, his curly blonde 
hair shimmering under the coloured lights of the noisy club. 


"Noooo," he replied, drawing the noise out as he wavered unsteadily on his feet. "I got a f-, a f-," David licked 
his lips and moved his mouth as though it wasn't working effectively. "I got..a fine," he pronounced the word 
very carefully, "to pay," he finished and looked pleased with himself for successfully completing his sentence. 
"And I'm not lying on that table!" Jon squawked and attempted to duck out from David's hold. 

"Push all the chairs together!" Jon turned his blue steely-eyed glare at the unwarranted suggestion-maker. 
"Not gonna be a pushy ‘bout thish, are ya, Jonny?" David asked. 

"You're fuckin’ lucky you're my brother," Jon grumbled. "But we're leaving after this, right?!" 


"Shure," David agreed happily and promptly burped in Jon's face. 


Jon sat on the edge of the first chair and lay back, glaring at Richie. "Thanks for the help, babe," he grumbled 
and pulled his shirt up just enough to expose his belly. 


Richie raked his eyes over his prone boyfriend before leaning his arms across the back of the chairs. "I'll add 
it to the apology | have to show you later, shall 1?" he smirked. "But | must admit," he added, flicking his eyes 
down Jon's body again, focusing in on the lower half, "I do like to see you laid out like that in public.” 


"You do, huh?" Jon huffed. 


"Hmm," Richie nodded. "Except you'd be fully naked and," he reached out and plucked a small piece of fluff from 


Jon's navel, "you'd have a clean belly button 


David hadn't been paying attention to them, he was more interested in the search for a shot glass of 
whatever alcohol was handy. "Ah-hal" he crowed when someone placed a small glass of green liqueur into his 
hand. 

"What the f-," Jon exclaimed as his brother loomed over him. "No..no, no, no." 


"Hol him down, Rish," David said as Jon started to sit up. 


"Jonny, just lie back and get it over and done with, huh," Richie suggested, pressing his hand down on his 


boyfriend's shoulder. "We can shower when we get home." 

"Ewww," David grimaced, screwing up his nose. “But..but..he'sh sho hai- burp -reee!" 

"See?! l'm too hairy," Jon said, trying to loosen Richie's hold to sit up. "Let's get outta here, huh?" 

"How?" David pinned Richie with a pinched, confused look. 

"How what, Davey?" Richie asked gerially. 

He was well used to dealing with drunks now and being able to tell if they were happy drunks like David was at 
the moment, or if they were belligerent ones who needed to be managed carefully and escorted out the door 


before anything escalated out of control. 


"He'sh so haireee," he said. "How do you.. do it ?" David tried to whisper but it was as loud as his speaking 


Voice. 
‘Oh, he's very easy to do," Richie said devilishly. 
‘lm right here, ya know!" Jon exclaimed from between the two. 


David looked down, Midori shot still in his hand, and, as though he'd only just seen Jon, said, "Jonny?! Why you 
down there?!" Then, a moment later, "Ohhh! | ‘member now," he said, brandishing the glass above Jon's 


stomach. 


Richie watched, one eye closed, as though watching a car crash about to happen. He winced as David held the 
glass aloft and tilted it, and in what seemed like a slow-motion movie when in actuality was only a mere second 
or two, watched the green liqueur pour from the glass and splash all over Jon's stomach and chest, completely 


missing his belly button 


"Jesustuckingchrist," Jon swore and tried to sit up in surprise at the suddenness of the move and the splashes 


that reached his face. 


Then David, placing a large hand on Jon's shoulder to hold him down, dropped to his knees and bent his head 
over Jon's barely prone torso, managing to lick a few of the dribbles up before turning and spitting to the side. 


He wiped his tongue with his hand and then declared, "Belly hair is like pubes!" 


"Thanks a bunch, asshole," Jon said, pushing himself off the chairs and swiping at his shirt. "Now I'm gonna be 


all sticky." 

Richie helped Jon to his feet and enveloped him in a hug. "It's over now, Jonny," he said. "We'll take him home 
now and I'll get you all cleaned up..after | make you even more sticky.’ He felt Jon's purr through his chest and 
kissed the side of his head. "You're a good brother, Jonny." He released Jon, saying, "You tidy yourself up while 
| organise Davey to leave." 


"Kay," Jon replied, swiping ineffectually at himself before giving up. 


Richie, meanwhile, moved in front of David who was still kneeling on the floor. "C'mon, D," he said, hauling David 


up off the ground. "Time to go home to Amber, man’ 

"Amber?" he replied dreamily and allowed Richie to straighten him up a little 

"Yeah, man," Richie nodded, keeping one hand on him at all times. "She's waiting for you at home 
'She'sh pregn-," David started to say before Richie clamped his free hand over his mouth 


"Say goodnight, Davey," he said, turning David toward the remaining guys who had paced themselves a little 
better and were in for the long haul of a night on the town. 


"G'night, Davey," he parroted, already starting to fade. 


Jon and Richie thanked everyone for coming to the party before guiding David through the throng of people to 
the front door and out into the cold night air. 


It would have been impossible to walk David all the way home to the Rashbaums but the walk to Rosie's was 
achievable and, given David's state, the lengthy walk would sober him up enough to hand him over to the non- 


drinking Amber and put them both in a cab to the family home. 

He was a happy drunk, regaling him and Jon with stories from the right, completely forgetting that they had 
also been there. The conversation moved to Amber and the baby and David became emotional but still happy, 
marvelling over and over at how he had a beautiful girl and a baby on the way. 


"You two need to get married and have babies, too!" David declared. "Then the kids can grow up together." 


"How are we gonna do that, D?" Jon asked with a chuckle, flicking Richie a brief glance but ducking his head 
almost immediately. "If you haven't noticed, neither of us have the right parts." 


It gave Richie a warm glow deep in his gut, at the thought of having children with Jon one day. He entertained 
those thoughts now and again and they always filled him with great warmth, love and peace. 


"Gah!" David huffed, waving his hand at Jon. "I dunno..but you should!" 

By the time the trio reached Rosie's, they were all sober and tired, even David having walked off the worst of 
the effects. Richie pushed the bar door open and they were met with hails of greeting from staff and regular 
customers. Above the rest of the clamour was a familiar shriek of happiness and Amber launched herself into 
David's arms, making him stagger under the impact. 

| missed you, Papa Bear!" 

| missed you, too," David replied after Amber had finished covering him in kisses. "Did you have fun?" 

"| did" she said, but looked tired. "I'm ready to go home, though.’ 


"We can do that," David nodded. 


Richie, after checking in with his staff, scooped Jon into his arms from behind. "Nothing to report down here,” 
he said against his lover's blonde hair and felt Jon sag a little against him. 


"Guys..." David said, turning his attention to Richie and Jon. "Thank you for tonight. | had a great time." 


"And so did we," Amber added. "Thank you for looking out for him too," she said, disengaging herself from David 
to hug Jon first, then Richie. 


"It was our pleasure, darlin’," Richie said. "Anything you need from upstairs before you go?" 

"Nah, all good, man," David replied. "Jon." 

"Hmm?" 

"Think about waxing yourself, huh?" David winked. "For his sake," he added with a throw of his chin to Richie. 


Richie laughed at the two differing expressions on Amber's and Jon's faces. One of utter confusion and the 


other of murderous embarrassment. 


"Get the fuck outta here," Jon growled and chuckled at the same time, giving David a shove toward the door. 
"G'night, you two and make sure you don't wake Mom and Dad." 


"You know Mom's gonna be sitting up anyway," David sighed. "G'night," he waved, then put a protective arm 
around Amber and led her outside to hail a taxi home. 


Waiting until they saw, through the glass in the bar doors, that the couple were safely into a yellow cab, Jon 
turned to face Richie. 


"Now..about those apologies," he said, crossing his arms and raising his eyebrow at Richie. 


"My knees are ready to do hours of grovelling at your feet, baby," Richie assured with a slight bow. He waved 
his hand toward the private door to the loft and said, "After you, my love." 
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